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ADVERTISEMENT. 



BEING all times doubtful of my own capacity to ac« 
complish any work of this kind with elocution to please 
some readers, I have written this little Work with no 
other view than to divert from my mind the wearisome 
burden of anxiety occasioned by a protractive and 
expensive law-suit commenced by me at a very early 
age, indeed in my boyhood, against the Bank of Eng- 
land, for the recovery of funded property I stood 
entitled to by my uncle's will ; but by the fraudulent 
conduct of one of the executors, was drawn from the 
above Bank by him and converted to his own use, and 
then absconded, and no discovery of the said fraud 
took place until subsequent to the decease of his cO'' 
executors. Then I sought the recovery of the afore- 
said funded property of the Bank, on the grounds above 
stated, not considering it a legal transfer ; yet the Bank 
think otherwise, or, at least, seems so, as they refuse 
to comply with my demand on the plea that one of 
any number of executors has a competent power to 
transfer stock without consent of his co-executors. 
However, I could not bring that point to issue through 
the conduct of some lawyers I engaged to prosecute 
the case, who pretended faith, but proved to be other- 
wise ; and although I could convince the reader of the 
truth of this statement, and the same may be useful 
by promoting caution, when employing lawyers, still 
I must forbear, though anxious for the public good, 
giving the names of the lawyers I allude to, nor trouble 
the reader with any further comment than to acquaint 
him with what led my thoughts to a work of this 
description ; and as through the above circumstances 
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I have written the followmg Poems, and witli no in- 
tention to have thera puhlished, yet by the advice of 
some friends I leature to do so, trusting to the justice 
and liberaJjly of the pablic, and still baling Uiat by 
them no severe criticism Rill be advanced against this 
my first production of this kind written under the 
aforesaid circumstances ^ and as I have composed 
under the inancace, and only with the view before 
stated of beguiling raaCters troublesome to my mind, 
I studied no punctilio, but set down my sentiments in 
the most simple style, which beat suited a mind in- 
verted by cure, and therefore used no obsolete words, 
which some Poets mingle with their writing, to make 
It appear sublime to a learned reader, — all my study 
being to beguile time ond enre. Nevcrthcltas, through 
the approvnl of some persons of understanding nnd 
judgment, who have read the manuscript, or part of 
it, I am inspired with hope that many will feel enter- 
tuned by its perusal, with all defects, as occaaioued 
by the (urcuroslances before described. 

Yet, in writing Poems in this Work on historical 
subjects, I have been guided by authors I deemed the 
most correct ; and if any misconceptions on my part 
be discovered by readers more capable of correct ■ 
inference than myself, 1 beg they will not accuse 
Die of a wilful miitoke. In writing the Poems herein 
which relate of recent matters that occurred within 
my ahservBtion, I have studied the utmost accuracy 
I was capable of in their delineation, and added, 
nothing inconsistent with what 1 suppose to be true, 
to make the subject through a more novel tenor in. 
teresling to a reader ; and more of the Poems in this 
Work are transcripts from my own ideas, unaided by 
history or observation ; and a liberal public I hope 
will observe by their perusal what an inverted mind 
is capable of dictating, without passing ony oflfensive 
criticism ou the writer, who desires tu reaUzc no odvon- 
lage eo much by its production or publication as tb^ 
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approbation. Yet what I allude to lawyers in this 
advertisement I do not mean as a slur on the whole 
profession, as I know some of those are both faithful 
and honourable men ; still I, a stranger, were led by 
misrepresentation to make a bad selection. 



During many years' residence in London, I have 
observed a great contrast of morals bearing its propor- 
tion amongst all classes of its inhabitants. Some of 
the people in each circle are endued with a knowledge 
of the obligation they owe to Providence, and move in 
accordance with approved and prescribed rules in 
society, by observing decorum in all their amusements, 
as well as their more grave engagements in life ; yet 
all the accomplishment or advantage required to in- 
duce the observance of such conduct is a sense of our 
duty to our Maker, which forbids us wantonly to 
annoy or molest our fellow-creature ; and such con- 
duct, at all times observed, is ornamental to society in 
every sphere in life ; and the basis of well-regulated 
conduct is laid, in a great measure, by good example 
and careful instruction, by virtuous parents, in child- 
hood. Children so carefully nurtured, and if provi- 
dential by nature their minds are made proof against 
the allurements to vice, which enables them to avoid 
companions whose conduct does not accord with the 
rules impressed on their memory at its bud ; yet such 
precautions taken by parents are not sufficient to 
fortify all young minds here ; some degenerate in 
conduct at a very early age, as a desire for pleasure 
induces many to evade their parents' caution and care, 
to seek indiscriminate society, whereby, ere long, they 
are initiated in all the vile enjo3rments of the lewd and 
profligate, in despite of some parents who discern, 
when too late, their digression with horror and amaze- 
ment, as they follow their favourite course without 
any effectual restraint, and so becoming inveterate in 
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their chosen line of conduct, till callous enough to 
spurn and revile at their parents' efforts to preserve 
them from utter ruin ; blind to all concerns for their 
own welfare ; misconstruing all good advice and in- 
tentions, as tending to restrain them ; and, in a word, 
all advances to promote their welfare ; being heedless 
and regardless of any consequence attending them- 
selves, and think only on the pleasure arising from 
giving free way to their own acquired propensities. 
The wealth and respectability of parents may gain 
impunity for some of these characters in many of tiheir 
transgressions, and so they escape chastisement ade- 
quate to their offences. Some of the vices concomi- 
tant to debased minds are gross and obscene language, 
and some distinguish themselves by outvieing their 
companions in such disgusting oratory, and obtain the 
i^pellation of clever yet sociable companions, and 
become leading members of their circles, whose chief 
pastimes are giving annoyance to persons of superior 
conduct, by assailing their residences at unseasonable 
hours of the nights and mornings, ringing their bells 
and committing all manner of nuisance to disturb their 
repose, molesting and breaking social order at all 
public meetings and entertainments wherein they 
intrude. Though most of these offences are recog- 
nized as punishable by law, for the minor portion 
of them few take the trouble to prosecute, though 
very much inconvenienced. The persons whose cha- 
racter and conduct accord with this description are 
principally the sons of people in the middle and upper 
grades of life; and although many of those suffer 
temporary incarcerations and fines repeatedly for 
disorders of the above description, yet they seem 
insensible of any degradation arising from such mal- 
conduct to affect their characters, and pass through 
society with a haughty air, as if their conduct formed 
no grounds for censure or disapproval. I must confess, 
upon contemplating on conduct of this description, 



by young men, members of vrenlthj fiimilies, it appears 
to me extraordinBiy that after ttua manner tliey can 
find UDUsement ; and aueh roocte of hilarity seems to 
me irratioDul as ivell as vioiaiis in the extreme, being 
once ftccuslomeii to a country life, where amusements 
are intended to afford entertainment to all spectators 
or audience, as well ns the actors, and not for the 
latter alone, as is the habit among some of the Loudon 
young gentry ; and, as the esseace of their pleasure a 
to make their sports expensive to some parties not 
sharing with them in luch amusements, tbey manifest 
the aforesaid by commitUng oft the destruction of 

Sroperty in their midnight orgies. Some pay freely 
)r the destruction of property committed hy them- 
selves, others cannot, and more nill Dot, unless com- 
pelled by legal means. If they cannot escape by flight, 
flierefore, at best, many unoffeoding parties are suf- 
ferers and losers of property through some of the 
London amusements indidged in by many members of 
the middle and upper grades of its inhabitants. In 
most instances »hcre these offenders are detected 
and brought to justice, wine is adduced iu eiteuuiLtiou 
of their conduct ; but in case of disorders amoug the 
lower class. chieBy gin i yet their conduct under its 
influence 1 shall comment upon inn subsequent Poem, 
entitled " London as it was and is." The parties who 
lead and precept the children of worthy parents in vile 
amusements are the offsprings of persons who in- 
dulged in loose conduct in their youth to such a degree, 
that, although age may cause theiu to relax in prac- 
tice, scarce effected any reformation in their minds to 
render (hem sufficiently sensible of its wrong, to take 
any precaution to prevent their children imbibing any 
of these vile precepts before being able lo understand 
the eTil that these inculcate ; and the results conse- 
quent io endanger both soul and body. How far more 
delectable to me Co view, at merry-making, peasant 
yoathi, rustic, and uneducated in the rcGnemeuti of 



life, jet carefully confining their conduct to hanolesa 
Bportti, (it tu be uitneued by all 1 and in the summer 
holidays oft I have been delighted, whilst \dtncsnng 
groups of young meu and wanten, yet boys and girls, 
dancing to the vocnl nir of one of the females, yet all 
these orauaementa blended with tho stricteat morality, 
and therefore not calculated to render pervert the 
inost flexible mind. Such scenes, from their simplicity, 
affords pleasure on beholding them, and leaves no 
muse, by shoring in them, foi subsequent remorse- 
Yet by my long residence at London, 1 have aa oppor- 
tunity of bccomitig acquainted with the inboni prin- 
ciples of some young gentlemen, who shore oft in 
the pastimes I herein censure, and 1 lind them bath 
dispassionate and unrevengeful toirarda those that 
may injure or inconvenience them, yet faithful and 
honourable friends to those vrho may merit it; there- 
fore I attribute theii sharing in pastimes that causes 
incouvenience to others to a desire U> canfanu with 
I established habits of arouscment, and not a wish on 

their part to inconvenience people not pre-interfering 
with tiiem, as many of those possess superior yet more 
honourable minds than some of the parties pre- 
described. who mingle nothing to cause annoyance 
with their pastimes or amusements ; therefore at the 
stem of these habits the evil lies ; and whoever be- 

tEkvoids them may ctaim most meriL 
■ 



I POETICAL HISTORY OF BUILDINGS^ 
AND SCENES IN LONDON. 



I felt B Ihriliing wonder at each vi 
TbU greatest emporiuin of emporiuios all, 
Now to my muae can'I Ibil lo give a call, 
Where neallh and luKury'a troaacGndent tviy. 
Attracts a cturCDt here of all tbtU's gay ; 
lu vast cDtameree, its name afar aublinie, 
Leads people here of every hue and clime. 
Where ttupendous churches the art of mail 
Thatrear their tops in grondeiir's beat array; 
In the ur their ipiies and domes are high, 
Lilce vast pyramids propping up the sky. 
Bnt the grestest pile aiaiilst the sCructureB all. 
That bears to us the memory of St. Paul. 
Did Diann'a Temple on its site once sland. 
Or a pretorian camp, warfare to command ; 
Yes, Dioclesian once the camp destroyed, 
And Constantiae ngain it rectified ; 
By pagan Saioni once more it vas razed, 
And restored when they Chmtjanity embraced i 
Twice by lightning, thrice TOradous fire. 
Destroyed Qx'a building, events to admire; 
Yet St. Paul's Cathedra] with its stately dome. 
None to compare but Peter's Church at Rome, 
In beauty, grandeur, altitude, eiteot, 
Vou could not find, if o'er this globe you went ; 
Aud Wren's fame ahalL through its porches sound. 
While aloft its dome, and basement on the srouod. 

Westminster Abbey, bearing to the west, 
I must dilate on this more than the rest ; 
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How can I pan a church of such import, 

Where kings were crowned, where royalty resort. 

Without B line dexsiplive of thii place 

Of ancient grandeur, eyes with pleasure trace ? 

It was King Sebart first this Abbey reared. 

That by the Danes complete destructiou shared. 

Then next Kiog Edgar built it up once more. 

But the Confessor Edward down again it tore, 

And built it up in hotter, fitter state. 

Here British kiags and queens to uiaugarftte. 

Pope Nlcholsi who ordained it at desire. 

As he were then the holy ruling tire, 

Tfho sat by order in St. Peter's chur. 

His pious, potent ordinance to share. 

Henry, when he ruled the British throne. 

Preferred here a structure of his own, 

And built it up with workmanship complete, 

Beplete with beauty in its present stale ; 

This cross-like structure grandeur doth impart. 

That shows resplendent worlis of human art ; 

Its external beauty, yet with all within. 

Bears much reverence to the name of Wren ; 

Its many towers and portals rare to view, 

The slirines of monarchs and of heroes too. 

Here stands with lustre, emblems of the past. 

That won't be ever in oblivion cast ; 

Here once brave itotesmen, yet, aad poets lie. 

Who were revered, but still were doomed to die i 

Here their omnes cannot forbear to last, 

Whilst stands extant a monument of the post ; 

Here wreaths of laurels doth the statues crown 

Of patriots whose talent won renown, 

And men for life whom valour did command. 

That fell defending king and native land. 

London, the mart of all the nations round, 
The senate seat where luxury abounds; 
Where fashions rise, and through its circles flow. 
From highest sphere descending to tlte low ; 
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Gay are the scenes at balli and maiquentdet, 

And scarce less gay id all our promenades ; 

Here art U used the lovers breast to storm, 

By giving beauty a fiiscinaling chann : 

This royij seat snd source of grand display, 

Wbere most couapire to make each aceue look gay, 

llie sage and virtuous here you can them Rod. 

Both old and young, pure, polishad nnd refined 

By edifying precept*, wisdom cause them heed, 

Amidst gay scenes, for caution th«i« is need, 

To keep Iroia currents where passions deeply flow. 

And by vice's vortex (Vcc of danger go ; 

Those unpolluted by luringvice they view. 

Are gems of virtue purest nature grew. 

The stntnger here may find a trusty friend, 

To avoid mistake it's best not to depend, 

As good and evil pass in equal tight, 

No stranger knows which of the two are right ; 

Yet oft here strangers pass in borrowed light, 

Aitd so deceive the reason and the «gtit, 

So by malpractiee oft abundance gmned. 

To aU who loie, the riddle is eiplained. 

Here distant friendship only you perceive. 

Whilst doubt eiiits each mean but to deceive ; 

Caution is here what prudence leads to keep, 

Lest many lose, and many profits reap. 

On Sundays, here, when all in heat attires, 

Scarce poverty in any walk appears, 

And all is wonder to the stranger's eye, 

Whom cheering comfort only can descry ; 

He thinlui that Mammon spread his store arouod, 

Amidst every grade in London to be found. 

But time can tell him, and a close survey. 

That Sunday acenea bei^uile his tlioughls astray. 

Unless he travels allcysT lanes and courts, 

In locations where the poor dwell and resort ; 

Their dingy dwellings dicn he can perceive. 

Aud life in London &cre undeceive. 
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Yet bring U> view a eonfmst to the scene, 

Cn Sunday walks he formerly had seen ; 

Here commiscrBtion, wonder, yet and awe 

The stranger feels when viewing their beds of stmff, 

That in damp neUoirB line the margin around, 

To numerous sleepers prostrate on the ground; 

And above each scene, coequal on each floor, 

Whicb disabuse the suffering of the poor; 

Yet many in London, such to them unknown. 

Who heed not cares but what they deem their own. 

Of humanity, yet in London is its share. 

No greater portian you can meet elsewhere. 

But vile deeeiven, them who get the most, 

Of all the bounty Londoners can boast ; 

And many who would not, yet forced to apply, 

May get no aid till pressed by want to die, 

Hid Irom the view of all who would relieve. 

If their distress they eould not d«ubt but believe. 

Scenes most revesting here you can perceive, 

As spirituous liquors many minds deprave, 

And iu some shops where such compounds they sell. 

You bear the language fit alone for helL 

Wilh gin here mothers doth their infents supply, 

When nipp'd with hunger to appease their cry. 

Till in their young minds longing doth begin, 

To taste more often the enchanting tiling. 

Here at each eve in alleys, lanes and streets, 

The easy-virtue fair ones strangers greet, 

And others willing to obey their call. 

May to tbeir vice with less attraction fall. 

Now eager guests approaching to each play, 

Grave and old, yet blithesome, young and gay. 

The virtuous muds, the wanton airy nymjili, 

Both nimble youtlis and old folks scarce could limp. 

All for pleasure at each stage of life, 

Jt mokes recede the vicissitudes of strife. 
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9CEXBS IN LONDON. 
But note the iwell-niob, busy for a prite. 
And nine all folka irhose caution prove them wiM 
But many otherai victims to their skill 
Of emiitying pocketi not nitli owner's will; 
Their busy time it Kcarcely yet be^ni. 
"nil twelve itrrives. it's here at closing inns 
You hear moat broib and tumult all about, 
When noisy drunkards forced to turn out t 
Nov ends the scde of porter, beer and gin, 
Raik, the broih and rattles on the wing 1 
Rows are alarming, batoua iKating heads, 
And in Ihe watch-house topers get their l)eds, 
Not down or ftialher, thou^ their heads be sore, 
But what won't sink, an adamantine floor ; 
Firat, treats were cheering, now the cheer is past, 
Rows ensue, that leads to this at last ; 
For too much guiile misery so they buy, 
fiitl wallow in mud, next in the watch-house lie ; 
Their money spent, nnd charge in want of bread. 
See drink to this sad misery men have led ; 
Screams I hear, pray watchman save their lives. 
Response, " It's nought but rows with men and wivi 
Let them fight out, we'll lift each one who falls ; 
They all are drunk ; we can't prevent auch brawls,' 
When trials come on some find this costly cheer. 
For booie and broils lliey must pay preti^ dear, 
By cash or durance, either it then may be ; 
Is thst man poor who loves a London spree ? 
Now play-houta o'er, some guests repiur for hi 
And swell-mobs longer in the streets they ro 
Or to night houses quickly vriud their way, 
To meet there folks who ore wont to go astn 
And in these houses morning hours to sport ; 
Here false gentry oft aetinnintance court 
With the unwary, till purses slipped away. 
And then is felt the cost of scenes so gay. 
Many who move in a high sphere of lU*e, 
Full by night sports in mazes of much strife. 
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And would St morning they were quiet at home. 
When London itreett at night for ipon thry room. 
At atanxiog dawn the ipoit folks home return. 
And m&ny of them have juat cause to moiim ; 
Their rumpled ganaent*, beaottt^ nnd wan hue, 
No one could doubt them of tte ilecplcas crew ; 
Still these are h&ppiest, listen yet awhile. 
More of the Bportimea are in durance vile, 
Who would, but could not, freely pet sway. 
From police toils, where they are focfed to atay. 
Till all adjusted for tlie gamei they mn. 
It Dtay seem cruel, and yet it must be done. 
The morning coaches now prepare to start. 
As lioraea prancing in their harness trapp'd. 
And travellers' busy luggage fleeing about, 
In utmost haste, preparing for the route ; 
Tet when they start the guard's loud bugle sounii 
Froehum* the morning herald coming round, 
^'bc rosy Milk-maids hastily go by. 
And at each door a quantum doth supply ; 
Mea of labour now to their works repair, 
And liackneys plying perchance to get a fare. 
Hark, now, a rail from him whom sleep beguiled. 
Until loo late, lialfi-shavcd, with hurry wild, 
lie hollos " yoQ, air. be quick, to me approadi, 
Tuice me and luggage to tjie morning coach '," 
Tlie coarliman, mindful lest no fare no pay, 
Won't nay tltc Dwriiing coach is gone away, 
But hails the offec, drrvei the timeless man, 
And gets his fare by any means he can. 
At door.stcpi now the uiaidB to work begin, 
They blanch and poUab, although to dirt again ; 
Throughout each day if s bustle here and crowd, 
No hearing whispers, all must hollo loud; 
Vehicles here of every kind you find. 
Lest you should feel them on the crossings, 'mind| 
As knights called cabmen, famous for the whip, 
Ua; you surprise, and oSyoui perches trip,, 
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And with (lieir rollers press you to the grouni 

A heavy proccw all who (elt it found. 

The Dmnibuics them we do not fear, 

A» the condutrlor'i! aonoroDs voiM ve hear, 

That destfaiBtion liudly procliums, 

TiU in hia buss do vacant Wat remains ; 

But hackney coadies. aliden like the that, 

You need them fear, though ealn I deem the worst. 

Both them and enrls create terror in the street, 

To all mankind whom conn aOag iheir feet ; 

Drays and waggons, then* pfoii;rtss is but slow, 

By them a hoUiler can nlUi nfety go ; 

Vnleas the horaei take unruly flight, 

All in their way won't find then all is right ; 

So caution here h best lUl limes to keep, 

Though in the streets no one's allowed to sleep ; 

So, country folks, this caotioii you will find 

No useless trash, when here, to liear in mind ; 

Do not allow new friends to inspect your purse, 

Lest its contents thereby be made the worse ; 

Many elated by their note* aud cash. 

May find for soverei^s farthings and m 

As transiUon here not stnmge by new-n 

First deemed God tent, next the devil sends. 

Punch and Judy and jugglen here and there, 

Of legerdemain in London ii a share. 

Bartholomew Pair presents a rareeshow, 

To this gay scene some Londoo frdt muds go ; 

They hear the dai^ger, yet they wish to try, 

And not let plevurc, though at risk, pass by ; 

Here penn'd together, Hke a shepherd's fold. 

The gay yet virRKius, vicious and the bald ; 

The former koowltig not what the risk to run, 

Comes here to hidulge u liew of passing fun. 

And oli in mml amidst the densest crowd, 

Is heard their screams nnheeded, though yet loi 

It heightens pleasure at this London show. 
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M SCENES W THE ENVIRONS. 

Greenwich Fair the next convivial Bcmei 
Ita pork commodious, vooded luid pure greetii 
And can afford recreation (o the fiur, 
Here they enjoyment void of evil share -, 
Though loose marauders here a hurveat reap, 
The virtuoua can with them a distance keep, 
And yet share pleasure though no risk they run, 
So here with care tliey can with aofcty come. 

The Regent's Park, this royal pleasure-groimd, 
Summer's enjo^ent many here have found. 
Where you can view the natives of each clime, 
Brutes uioit rare amidst scenery sublime ; 
Extensive walks, with seats beneath the shade. 
Serve to repose and yet to promenade \ 
Lined vith flowers that breed beneath the tree*, 
And odour mingle with their fining breeze ; 
O where 'ncath heaven can man more pleasure find, 
Than sauntering paths that through its arbour wind ; 
Where nnture glows in all her tints so bright. 
To delight the mind and occupy the sight ; 
Where living beauty shares ambrosial sweets 
That'shere inhaled, and hearts with pleasure ^ 
Some ladies here doth outvie ambient flowers, 
By art they excel the charms of these bower 
feature and art, and beauty so combined. 
The dclectafalc scene acts on the war]' mind. 
And sets the heart in motion in the breast, 
As if to burst its gaol and be their guest. 

The Surrey Gardens, more public, but yet rare. 
Here also iu summer many pleasures share, 
The scenes are here imposing to the view, 
Which late years many to heboid them drew ; 
VolcenoB here most awfid. but yet grand, 
As if nature sent eruptions to this land ; 
Still all that heaven has set to view elsewhere, 
Is modelled by Britons, that their eyes may shore, 
In views of creation's varied o'er expanse, 
Beneath the sky what earth's extent enhauce. 
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Viuixhnl] Gnrdens, this might'i 
Here nature and art are mingled, bright and gi 
Foliage contrasted with the stars of light, 
Catue guests here wonder, miugled with delight i 
Thii graod display of art, and nit, and fun. 
That imtkes Hie curious here in currents come, 
And shore in views when nAture hid us rest, — 
This life's ei^oyment is here a luring pest, 
llie stranger here titough charmed is surprised ; 
To preconceive the wonders here comprised 
No man can do, conceptions ate in vasn, 
A maie-like cnehantnient, few can well explain ; 
An arbour set with lamps of varioiu huf , 
Combine in radiance plearing to the view ; 
And harmony flowing tiirongh the varied scenCr 
Arranged with care beneath (he foliage green. 
Fireworks alofl Ibdr grand display in air. 
Spread lustre far, diot distant eyes may nhare ; 
And cataracts with currents strong and dear, 
As if naluie clustered all her prodigies here. 
These scenes give pleasure, itiU enwraps the mind, 
Scaice believing yet that man sucb scenes Eombined, 
But that enchanbuenl spread its maze around, 
And set the sense bewildered in it, bound. 
Is [his the lyrist Handel here who stands. 
And through these scenes soft music so expands, 
To emblem Orpheus with transcendent power, 
And flow snch wondrous prodigies to this bower ? 
No, no, I am told his statue is only lierc. 
A perfect simile Ruheliac's work I hew i 
This Doric porbco, a canopy o'er his head. 
Shall coll bim to mcmoi; though the man is dead. 
All prodigies here away won't hunger keep, 
Altiiough their charms vanquish powers of sleep. 
As regaling here pavilions full 1 see, 
And yet repasts I cannot perceive them free ; 
It's aU a wonder, who can it explain ! 
Therefore oe longer here I will ii 



What place an earth to yield the mioil more plean 

If life sffords BO hour or more of leisure. 

Than Kennngton Gardeas in the sumniec time, 

WhcD DRtuTC and art'i ailoniinent doth combine ; 

!□ extensive arboara, walks and seats to rest, 

Their blended charms tnuqiullize the breast 

When Bunnjr rays dispeis the winter's gloom, 

To clothe the euth with verdure and sweet bloom t 

The hearts Corhini here from trammels free, 

And eyes besotted pleased at what they see, — 

Exquisite scenes, deUghtsoine to the view. 

That art arranged and nature freely grew ; 

These royal gardens afford a rsj^ dia^ilay. 

Where laodscapei deck'd and foliage full in May ; 

Here thousands saunter and with rapture gaie. 

Who can't describe at least can trace the maze, 

And share the pleasure offered by these scenes, 

Whilst sauntering patha that wind their course between, 

As npiriti freshen neath eipuurive bowers. 

That shade yet fan the cepl^rr &om sweet flowei«. 

The lucent water of the Serpentine, 

Vie with the test to make this place sublime ; 

Hyde Conmion long since extended here, 

Whea Londou was not to this half so near ; 

But London spread, and that had lost its name, 

It's long transformed as il now remains. 

Since Henry preferred to it a claim. 

Though long it was a monast'ry's domiun i 

I have viewed here, I'll now from here deput, 

And take a view likewise of Hyde Park ; 

On its wide path now carriages doth roll, 

And thousands o'er its verdant surface stroU i 

Vivid and gay the scene did then appear, 

When grand reviews and fireworks sported here ; 

And when the summer's sultry sphere doth glow. 

To Hyde Park for fresh'ning air we go. 

Royal guests take air and pleasure here. 

While on the green is skipping the wild deer. 
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SCENES IN THB SNVIBONS. 
Though uuural beaaty of this park not great, 
Its scenes can well aSotA the eyes a treat ; 
Here Achilles uplifted holdi hii sbield, 
As if to parry weapons on the field -, 
Yet If ihrough tear us guests would him destroy, 
Like Paris's arrow on the field of Troy. 
Now to the Green Pork I will tale a walk, 
Aa on its beauty I hear people talk ; 
An iron paling dotb this park surround. 
And Qursnuudk play with nunllngs on its ground, 
Others sauntering while they view the scene, 
Vet more are lying and squatted on the green ; 
Here like Diana, when she tired from sport, 
Young maids appear who doth this place resort -, 
'TispleasiugstUI glowing moments to recline. 
And view the scene ikround that's most sublime. 
Bright are tlie waters that on Its summit lies, 
A reservoir that Chelsea works supplies ; 
And yet apond that's stagnant knd less pure. 
Which from it rise no chBrms to allure, 
No sylvan walk to shade and ba the hreete. 
As only here are clustered a few trees. 
St. James's Park 1 have described before. 
But still I'll take a view of it once more ; 
Here sandy walks half shaded with lime tren, 
To promenade and meet the fanning bi«eze. 
And seats to rest when pleasure suits recline, 
To view grand scenes that I can not define i 
But stalely buildings varying look sublime, 
That almost around this plea^ng prospect tine ; 
Yet in the centre palisaded around. 
Lies a canal, slill walks and pleaBure ground ; 
And on its water lily swans doth glide. 
And diving ducjn lieneatli its suiftce hide t 
A minialuia isle makes pleasing still the view. 
That these fiedged creatures coloniied alt throng t ] 
A moving scene both exquisite and gsy. 
You may view here each summer'* hotidqr ; 
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Aa with decoFum snil in best attire, 

All visit here a praapect to admire ; 

The green is sauntered by the young ftnd fair, 

Who share delight from scenes and pleasant air. 

The cliildrea pluckinfi; faney-tioted flon'ers. 

That motley sprung hyremBl frcsh'ning showers ; 

Here youtliful groves contrasted with the old, 

Some ore frail and others stout and bold ; 

To saunter here is en antidote for spleen. 

When Slimmer decks the earth with bloom and green. 

Without the inclosurc on a aanded plain, 

Doth solitiers meet to exercise and train ; 

The band in chorus harmonize aiound, 

And draws aconcoune to this msrtisl ground ; 

All these grand scenes doth vitify the heorls. 

Of all who view what royalty impiuts. 

St. James's Palace overlooks thit place, 

Yet externally no royal marks to trace ; 

In ancient times an hospital here stood, 

For the afflicted, refuged by the good ; 

Chaste women sad by loatheaome leprosy. 

Were refbged here till from disorder free, 

And Friars were added (oi to cure the soul, 

Till no pollution o'er tbem had control. 

Henry the Fifth this hospital consigned 

To Eton College, that ruled and yet resigned 

The same in full to Henry the Eighth. 

A monarch dreaded as his rule was great ; 

Who pulled it down a palace here to rear. 

As regal comfort was his greatest care ; 

And since a fire caused Whitehall Palace fall, 

Courts were kept here by our monnrchs all i 

Its Gothic arches ancient but not grand, 

And court-yard echoed by the royal band, 

'Tis mean without and costly grand within, 

To beiit a pauper, still to suit a king. 

Buckingham Palace from the Park is seen. 

The town abode of our youthful Queen i 



BUILDINGS IN LONDON. 

Arlington House whs the first mwiMon here, 
And BuckingbBm the building bought, I hear ; 
It neit was purchased for oiir British Quecd, 
Then Grsl a royal pnturc heiF VBS teen. 
But that was pull'd down, where doth stand theni 
Which is the one Ihat 1 at prpsent view ; 
This capacioui building, with uchilecture plait 
lis citemal beauty scarce attraction claims ; 
lU maible^gsle arch triumphally grand, 
That admiration from this scene commands. 
A gisantic statue alotl 1 can deacry, — 
It tannotful lo meet each passer's eye. 
Wherefore its placed so far aloft in air? 
RcBponse. " An object leads to place it there, 
That all who come in view or walk this park, 
May not forget the royd Duke of York." 
Uliat building is this with arch and portals thraugll 
And dial on front presented to my view. 
And in paviliona stately men at arms, 
Mounted on steeds as if at war's alarms ; — 
What is its name ? strange problem by a bard,— 
It is well known you see the Hor« Gunlds -, 
What does it guard ;— no danger 1 have seen ? 
A dolt who aii)»i. — it gtuu-ds our youthful Queen : 



Ah. s 



y felioM 



ioll, 



I'll knock yc 

And if you parry blows both quick and hard ; 

1 can know an ass if not the Horse Guards. 

The Toweb or Lomdos. 
Br f<rudal laws when William shared this lai 
Then vassals and slaves were bonnd at his comi 
He built a palace, better known the Tower, 
That Kiehard stained by sanguinary power ; 
Here the vile tyrant martyrs' blood had shed. 
To the fatal block peremptorily were led, 
All then he deemed could counteract hia rule ; 
Uia government was arbitmiy and cruel ; 
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In the White Tatfcer King Eich&rd councils hetd, 
'When love for vengeance in his basom swelled ; 
To here prejudged Lord Stanley obeyed his cull, 
And beneath his BBnguiiiuy rule did fiiil ; 
Through Traitor's Gate, dEnominsted so, 
Were nany led that tyrants deemed their foes 
Fal»e charge Badjiul|Enient, both concoct by poi 
Caused otl the innocent sufier in the Tuwer. 
Here Edward and his brolhcr met their fate, 
And Lady Jane Grey rue'd for altered state ; 
Here wiUi her husband she had lost her head. 
For the crown she sought not, though to wear WM 
It wns here Ann Boleyn in a gloomy cell, 
During lost hour* of blighted hopes did dwell ; 
It vas here she wrote for mercy to the king. 
Who sought her life another wife to win; 
But hia callous heart do sympathy did fill, — 
He heeded not the prayer against his will ; 
Here lies the axe that cut her from thi« life. 
For no greater crime than being a tyrant's wife; 
Sensual pleasures were this mooacch's god, — 
He ruled his subjects with an iron rod ; 
And none hut parasites could his faiour gain, 
Who scrupled not his wishes to maintain t 
Yet those who swerved or murmured at his power. 
Were consigned in chains to tarry in the Tower; 
Ah, many more monarcha to retain full rule, 
ticrupled not on act however base and cruel, 
And sent here tenants to these gloomy cells, 
Without redemption, as if sent to Hell ! 
Fart of the treasures here I will explain. 
Though greotesl portion undescribed remain : 
The golden crowu that British kings did wear, 
Is in tlic jewel-rooni under warden's care ; 
The golden globe that these brave kings had bore, 
First in right hand soon ere the crown they wore, 
Ne:it in the left hand with the cron n on hend, 
When with regalia honours each were lid 
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BUILDINGS IN LONDON. 
To share the banquet at Westminster Hall, 
And the reaplendent coronation ball. 
Here lies the sceptre for the other hand, — 
A holy emblem, yet an abject grand ; 
On a EKeptre and dove and etobs nitli sword here trace, 
Emhlcnis of mercy and jiiatire, jet of peace, 
And other rojral decorations here, — 
Rare caskets to the stranger they appear, ^ 

With all their costly ornaments are seen, ■ 

Pearls and rubies, also emeralds green ; | 

Sapphires and diamonds round them lustre throwing,) 
Their dazzlingrays before their vision flowing, > 

Scarce leaves a view of objects brTg:htly glowing ; ) 
Edward's staff of massive beaten gold, — 
Who could have seen and thought it half so old ? 
The armories here contun s stock of arms, 
That gave brave foes in battle once alaim ; 
Two hundred thousand humishcd stands i 
Iti vahant hands that thought once foes to fear; 
In t)ie royal armory are ordnance most n 
That pond'rous balls to meet then tar cniUd bear ; 
Trophies that's here lo visitors have enpluned, 
What British arms in the battles gained. 
Here lies the armor British kings hod wore, 
From ancient times till armor wore no more ; 
And here doth bc 
As on their steed 
Equipp'd for war, though w 
As if destined oM habits here to stay. 
Edward the Third a church in this place built, 
For kings to pray and e«piate their guilt ; 
The royal bands doth music here supply. 
Once liona' roars gave echo still more high, 
And cannoDS mounted tionours to display. 
And drive off foes that dare approoch thli way ; 
A deep ditch only round these slniclures wound. 
Till Bishop Longclump for^fied it round ; 






n the valiant men are still, 

1 space herein they fill, 

a time 's past away, 
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Kings and bishops here their works combined, i 

Till mBuy towen erected and destined. 

For ordnance B.nd also for tlie Mint, 

And other departments of the Government. 

Tu£ Guildhall or London. 

This festive hall is crowded once a year ; 
Here London's wealth in luxnry appears, 
And epicures to goi^ng give full nay, 
Yet also guzzling on the Lord Major's day; 
Although this place, the tvorti of twenty years. 
To eitemal view jcarce omgnitnde appears, 
But when surveyed mare elose it doth convince, 
That its extent and grandeur is immeose ; 
A Gothic hall its toagnitude unfolds, 
That oft to feast tliree thousluid people holds ; 
The many court's departments it coiitBins, 
Its vast eilent to readers well explains. 
In its Chamberlain's office members are made free, 
Its Exchequer Court yet some defaulters see ; 
Here to a sessions some transgressors brought. 
And to be civil by its justice taught t 
Vet also here a court of Common Fleas, 
But its decision won't all people jJease ; 
Its Council Chamber superlative grand, 
None for such purpose equal in this land ; 
Its vast departments I need not describe. 
And must forbear its beauty to tronseribe. 

The Mansion Housh I must describe it here, sj 
That has new inmates duly onee a year ; 
This noble structure is of Portland stone,— 
Thougb buildings round it still it stands alone i 
Circumjacent dwellings I cannot compare 
With that alone destined for the Lord Mayor t 
Though it looks heavy yet it doth loolc grand. 
With portico where lofty pillars stand, 
That its exquisite pediments hod bore 
For many years and can fbi many mure -. 
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EbcIi side pillaster'B in an equal alyle, 
Suppuni this ronnsion, yet diis noble pile 
Od a rustic story plinths of coliunns rest, 
And a bslustnide of atone that is in best. 
Of an<:ient style the portico to line, 
And throws an oil that's rare and most sublime ; 
Exquisite sculptuie on its pedimenta, 
Londoo's wealth and greatness represents ; 
A female Bgure emblematic stands. 
And in her right hand holds a titled wand, 
Her left hand resting on the City anna, 
And in a shield to screen it from all harm ; 
Her left foot crushing envy on its bed, 
Wliile a mural crown is set upon her bead ; 
A naked boy on her right hand you see, 
Holds on his staff the cap of liberty. 
A river god its theormey explains, 
That drives the tide to snell the tUver Thames ; 
An anchor and cable on a shore implies 
Maiitime commerce that here vast stores supplies, 
And PIcntJ' holding forth her bountiiiil haad, 
Beseeching this City to take what she command!. 
Who can live here and yet can not remember. 
The Lord Mayor's day. the ninth of November, 
With grand procession to Westminster Hall, 
And Gog and Magog immensely stout and tall, — 
Their gigantic heads reared above the rest, 
Doth heighten wonder yet enliven jest? 
The Kniqhts Teuflabs. 

When heathens dwelled all round the tomb, 
Wherein our blessed Saviour lay. 

And would to pilgrims give no room. 
Nor free access thereat to pray. 

Then pious Christians felt contempt. 
For infidels who would not believe. 

And on a holy cruise there went, 
Their faithful brothers to iclkve. 
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A heathen king profane and bold, 

Who kept all Christiana fram thii ahiioe,. 

Were by Crusuders bravely told, 

" We'll ihed our blood ere rule be thioe. 

" Solitdan's might to lu apposed. 

Tet we by efforts shell possess 
All free seeesa where Christ leposed, 

Whereon his blood he shed to bless." 

These Crusaden were the brave knights. 

Who guarded pilgruns o& their way, 
And nt Jerusalem brought to rights 

Men that to God do haoioge pay. 
These ore the knights who held a statioD, 

Where Solomon's lo% temple stood, 
And from that bore the appellntion 

Of Kn^hts Templars brave and good. 
They flourished in (he course of time, 

And built their temples in this land ; 
Their order it beeume suWinie, — 

They might aud bonoor did command. 
From Fleet-street down elose by the Thames, 

Their chief temple they had rose, 
Though they lon^ gone it here remain 

Not reared to vanish UTte a. rose. 
Here was a refuge for much wealth. 

When plunder enhanced by war, 
MaraudeiB who took by force and stealth, J 

Met here brave knighU debar. 
They rose in wealth and pomp and prides J 

Yetso their order flourished, 
Till discipline they set aside, 

And then It was abolished. 
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OF knightly honour 
Knights of St. John did soon withdraw 

From Iwinj preBidcrs here, 
And gave it itudents of Ihe law 

For one hiuidred pounds ayear. 

Here now wiih Benchers Uea the rule, 

Brave men had held before, 
And jurisprudeoce just and cruel, 

Be here for cvennore, 

Tbe Temple. 
Aa knight! ere gone may I attention dmir, 
To their succeuoni, progenies of the law, 
That o'er this Temple have onbouuded sway, 
fiinre knights have left it to this very day } J 

No place of atudy equal in thi* laud, ■ 

Thoua;h Bencher* only here fiill (lOwer commandf I 
The mode i« euiy, mtloaal and good, % 

And is by students quickly understood. ' 

In jurisprudence they are thought complete, 
By a good process here I will relate, 
That gives them force of argument so strong. 
That they can plead in cnses right and virong : 
Two dozen weeks of feasting hi the hall, 
Ere to the bar a student gets a call : 
His qualifications ore complete by that, 
Although these feasts don't create a jot of fat. 
But can these fEOSts so oft before him laid, 
Him qualiiy n client's cause to plead I 
Only for cosh hla eloquence dotli unfold, 
And men can wind it with the forte of gold ; 
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That only en^ne his exertion draws, 
ToiuBke a wrong cause look without aflaw; 
Either right or trrong, the cUeuta case is bold| 
That's set in motion by the tack of gold ; 
Without this prompier oft arc coses lost, 
And hapleBi elients bnrthened with the cost; 
As justice foundered must produce a fail, — 
Devoid of cosh a just case won't avail. 
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THE MARRIAGE. 

TME bastiful maid now near the altar stands, 

Until the parson solemnize the bands ; 

For belter or worse she now becomes the bride 

Of him who stands In rupture by her side. 

Now of guardians none but one remains. 

Who vows to lo\e her, and for life maintain : 

She melts before his iove-proclniuiin)i eyes. 

Yet though she loves for parents' home doth sighs : 

She leaves their care to live for him atone, 

Who vows to love, whose home is hence her liomc. 

The joyous feast detines the marriage o'er. 

And her to-day a wife, though not before : 

Hergnesia surround convivial hours to spend. 

As ifJuno all her charms hod sent, 

Or came with bliss to share in bridal honrs. 

Prom her unearthly and enchanted bowers. 

The tide of joy that through this circle tlows. 

At bridal hours none but those present knows 

In all her graces the transmuted maid, 

Dressed in her robes of lily that won't fade, 

Doth BOW display the partner of her love, 

"y deeds of fondness like b cooing dove. 
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MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 
The hontymnon beguiles a month of lime, 
Shall their bliss last :— nha can it now divmp i 
WhatCTCr their lot, this happy pair muat share, 
Until tate'a wiU connubial bonds do teoj. 



SUMMER PAST. 

THE lephyr paat of summer's glowing days. 

And now furewcl to sun's retiring rays ; 

Dark winter coming with her algid breeze, 

That verdure nips and leafless leaves the trees ; 

A sombre maulle oast beneath the sky. 

As if to mourn what nature causcii to die; 

Yet of raanldnd many doth pleasure find, 

In gloomy winter to recreate the mind ; 

And winter tends the hearts of those to please. 

Who spend its nights in revelry aud ease ; 

Vhat |)laee to sit now meets the sours desire. 

But amidst friends and near a glowing fire, — 

To turn to pleasure matters as they floiv, 

And make a beaveu in this sad vale below ^ 

Merry songs doth beguile time away, 

And makes dark night more cheerful than the dftyjl 

No gloom can winter in the dwelling oast, 

Where friends doth meet till revelry is past ) 

When morning near and dulness round us creep, 

It's best retired in bed in silent sleep. 

There in quiet slumber cares and pleasure drown, J 

Until the morning's dawn light spreads around, 

Alas I yet many ivintcr's rigour share. 

With scanty clothing, scanty fire and fare. 

Chill and cheerless hearts full with dismay. 

Till sunny Summer casta her welcome ray. 

The shoeless urchin cease to shudder now, 

And nature check'd rekindles on his biuw. 
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^^* THE ROYAL MARRIAGE. 


■ 






Awakes nip from my Blumbers ; 




Our Queen shnll married be on this. 




And add Co wedded numbers, 




A happy union may it be, 




Uoblighted bliss await it. 




From life's affliction be it free. 




And time more tranquil make it. i 


^H 


Hoits are repuring to thin scene, 


' 


And loyal subjects waiting, 




To view the youthful Prince and Qneen, 




Though Bhowen descend that's wetting. 




Nought can give bliss to aoiiDus hearts, 




Where love for rare scenes kindle. 




UpIcss eyes view what life imparts, 




Till death their feehngs dwindle. 


^^1 


Prince of Saie Cobu^ is now come, 


H| 


Our youthful Queen to many; 




May he share hliss with her he won. 




And here for long Ufe tarry ; 








Where good fortune placed him, 








Both love and wiU W please him. 


^H 


CommemoraSonB doth extend. 


■ 


Throughout this loyal nation. 




And shouts of joy the air to rend, 




1 ' From high and low in station. 








^^^^H Their nuptials, rank and glory. 




^^H Thiii event we will illustrate, 




^^^H Aud add to Britain's story ; 


1 



And in fixe Bunala of this land, 

Transmit Co ftiture agcB, 
The day when aoleionized the bands, 

That eohanr^ the hope of sages. 
For every blessing in this land, 

Destined for life secular. 
May him and consort health command, 

Who i* our chosen ruler \ 



[The follovfing; Poem on Suieidei committed by 
respectable female and a youth, by precipitating 
themselvea from the top of the Monument, nl Fish- 
■treet Hill, London, in close auccession. This 
monument was erected in commemoration of (he 
gicat Gre that happened here in 1 666. and is above 
two htmdred feet high ! and what eidled most 
Mlonishment about the time the above sad events 
occurred, numerous suicides were committed else- 
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His truth revealed bids us to bear all mie, ' 

By bim ordauied for us ere blisi to shore ; 

'Tis vain and vile to strive that power to shun, 

Tliat doth rule ub wherever ne ean run. 

An desttncd for us the rugged paths of life, 

Not being content ii cumulating strife, 

That guides to mazes divested of one ray 

Of celestial light that leads the blissful way. 

Perplexcil so in darkness hope ettnnol remain, 

The path that's left for e'er more to gain, 

Tlien melaneholy to reason leaves no room. 

But rashly presiieth victims to their doom. 

Though unprepared, all thoughts on that extinct, 

The mind being ooly on destruction bent, 

Of all that binds the soul to earthly caie, 

To free its passage where to they know not where. 

Ah 1 here do ponder ere the deed is done, 

And it loo late to find the aet was wroag '. 

Each sou] must answer on offended God, 

For every path forbidden it has trod i 

No time to repent for breaking divine laws. 

On these last words I pray thee think and pause, . 

Far better to bear life s crosses and abide 1 

The will of God Ihan commit suicide. 

Who is in life that doth not crosses find ? 

Content forbids them pressing on the miod ; 

Content is an attribute of divine grace, 

lliat in the virtuous jou can all times trace, 

God's laws are just, why we at them repine. 

Or to despair our mortel lives consign ? 

This life of crosses the wise judge has given, 

For us to tread in our progress to Heitven ; 

And may we nil contented go that way, 

And not by evi] spirits led astray. 

Into the paths divested of true light, 

Thni wind their course 'midst all but what is right '. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. : 

EXECUTION OP COURVOISIER. 
CAN Courvoiaier at length expiate guilt, 
Upoo Ihe scaffold for the lilocd he spilt ? 
He tapped the veins of bun till life hod Qeil, 
Who was his friend, who gave him garb and bread. 
What canine brute that is bota madness bee. 
And jet display iDgnttitude as he .' 
No, no, it stands its benefoctor'a friend, 
Unflinching aid in danger it will lend, 
And still are monsters of tbe human race. 
Whose hearts give not to gratitude a place, 
For any boon tiiat God Or man bestows. 
But wish friends evil, that by actions show. 
Of such inhuman people here is one, 
Who dealt the knife till life and feelings gone, 
Not of a foe, but him who was his friend, 
Demomacal, the deed betrayed a fiend. 
^Mien Lord WUliam last retired to rest, 
And no suspicion visiting his breast, 
That any mortal yet had sought his life, 
Could he resist Che hand and fatal knife? 
Could he have heard the murderer who crept 
To his bedside where (uolionleis he slept ? 
No ; the assassin now had got his way. 
Whose deeds by night were shown by light of dl 
As precODcoct, one gash had done the deed. 
And life departed with the utmost speed ; 
No groan, no sigh, nor even silence broke. 
Therefore no inmates in the bouse avoke. 
No human eje could now the act behold. 
\\'hich mode no doubt the perpetrator bold. 
Unless his own. nor did he fear or doubt, 
Hy this his g;uilt would never be found out. 
Too vile to beliete that God his works espied. 
Or He from Heaven (his deed at night descried 
The blood and nishUght then had cast a shade, 
Of purple hoe opon his rictiro's bed. 
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Heaven farbida Bucli evil deeds to lie, 

Capouched in durlmcBB from the human eye, 

And cie&n the tnj'stery vith pauing time, 

Thai tends toicreen the hand tbnt's tinged nithcri 

It 'a God inspired the humBD mind to senicb. 

Through every maze of mystery to reach 

The aource from »hich thia evil first did spring. 

I'hen doubt and gloom thereby had taken ning, 

And len no shade the murderer to icrcen, 

But marked him out abstractly in the scene ; 

Nor could his efforts impunity Bttain, 

'Tivaii dear 'Iwaa him the noble victim slsiii. 

Whathellite feelings most hii bosom fill, 

To prompt him on his master so to kill 1 

His benefactor, lying beneath bis roof, 

And yet not grateful ; here's explained a proof; 

Though he a Sniss, a native of that clime, 

Da not upbraid his country with his crime ; 

As not B nation o'er this globe that's free, 

Of tbc ungrateful, yet as vile as he. 

A venerable man was vilely slain — 

Slaio by this metch some worldly trash to gain. 

Yet not knowing how long he could enjoy, 

A life him given, hut not life to destroy. 

The rushlight blueing in the still of night, 

(JBve light enough to aim his weapon right : 

And though ere pale its shadow purple grew, 

\Vhen the vile hand the deadly we^mn drew. 

Who con transcribe this hour, this horrid scene? 

Wrap'd in the gloom of night he thought to screen 

His gnilt, but God vouchsafe it 's come to tight ! 

He was accused, and justice proved it right. 

Nor could his art bvdjI him to conceal, 

Tlie deed that God was willing to reveal ; 

Ah ! - 

Horr 
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And also life, if that could set him tree, 

Yet say as now, " Gold is but traah to me." 

Ah ! nov, too Inte, in fetters he is bound, 

And nought but horror fndng him arouDd, 

Though not when free, he now perceivei his fote, 

To nvoid it cannot, now it is loo late. 

O God that aided man to bring to light 

This horrid deed ! what wretch denies his nughl ? 

And yet his justice, that inspires no fear, 

To aUy a brother when no other 's ueai. 



THE TWO BROTHERS: A LOVE TALK. ] 
ONE day in M»y I strolled my nay, 

When vernal flowen and bloom looked gay, 

And all proud nature shone most bright, 

^'hich shed pore essence of delight ; 

I sought a perfect shady bower, 

I longed Ihcrrin to spend an hour. 

And there sequestered bead my mind. 

To Providence that proved so kind. 

In dispenMng what tends to impiut. 

Such thrilling pleasures to the heart. 

Vieiag were the birds while on I strolled. 

Each softer music to unfold. 

Each thrush and linnet in shrubs and trcM, 

Gave notes that mingled nith the breeze. 

1 strolled far, no track [ found. 

Though many ways 'neath shades 1 wound ; 

Absorbed in pleasure Irom this scene, 

Adorned by nature's bloom and green. 

Metbought, 1 am retired alone. 

Where hearts are free — no sigh or moon ; 

Nought here that evil can impart. 

Where nought hnt transports reach the heart. | 

These fledged creatures wing the air. 

To lie iu Mug's their greatest otret 
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Though nought that's human here but m 

I'll atiare conteut mth all I see. 

Vthile thus such muie abaorbed my a 

I further on myeoiu^e did wind, 

Till HOQu airesWd by a rill, 

I'hat mode this piice more pleasing still, 

I stood to view and heard a BiuHn, 

Wlien thinking myself quite alone ; 

It drew my gaze to every side, 

And on the bank 1 soon espied 

A maid more lovely still than May, 

And all its products here, though gay. 

Thought 1, what sylvou nymph is this, 

That shares such grief where I felt bliss ! 

She shares not bliss with birds in air, 

But by her moims gives vent to cere. 

1 stood sdll curious to inquire, 

What gave her grief,— what brought her here ; 

Yet to inquire 1 did postpone. 

To leave the maid awhile alone, 

That I may listen and discover. 

What caused her grief, — ivas it a taver ? 

She aobh'd now louder than before, — 

She heat her breast, her hair she tore, 

Saying, " Here, a. nctim to false love, 

None me behold but God above : 

May be from here guide back my way, 

I sought in vain, I aro nstniy," 

Her sighs were Ihiilling in my ears, 

I could not view this maiden's leara 

Without emotion in my breast, 

And mute no longer I could rest ; 

Resolved to question and condole 

With her whose grief enwrapp'd my aoul„ 

When 1 approached she rose in joy. 

And now her grief I did alloy, 

Saying, " You deceived and led me here i 

Behold my stale, bedewed with tears ! 
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You sliunQ'd my Mght, into this Iwwer, 
And ill quest of you I spent some hours, 
TiU I at length had lost my way, 
And here in haplem plight I lay." 
From hlisa this mud now cnuiied me woe, 
Nat knowing who did apbraid me so. 
Yet knew she musf be in niistaVe ; — 
I never did a nymph fonake ; 
Still thoughts on thia bad Elled my mind, 
And power of opeeoh I could not find 
To plead my cause, aod lo make known, 
That she mistook who caused her moan ; 
But nhenrenoTered from surprise, 
Kesolved to make the dame more wise. 
And said. " Dear maid, it can't be me 
You followed here or wished to see ; 

knew you in my life, 
[To be my love or yet my wife j 
^So be convinced of your mistake. 
And let delusion thee forsake," 

, w I felt the dart. — 
Rcr searching looks had thrilled my hesirt. 
More radiant than the stars, though bright. 
When glittering in 8 trosty night i 
Pure lustre auniilst azure shone, 
IVtuisceuding nil to me was known, 
"-' -- stood mute we face to facci 
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Jntil at length si 

niat I till now was not her lover. 
►O pardon, |«rdoQ, Sir!" she said. 
■j* For such mistake, a lonely maid ; 

•at more like you, 

in looks, utire, and every state, 
Dund of voice and all complete i 

midst all lovers yet was known, 
1 would miitake you br my own." 
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" The thoughts now, Msdam, crou raj n 
Who was your lover I can find ; 
I had a brother just like me. 
Who oft had gone his love to see ; 
Sbe nu Ms solace and delight, — 
His favourite topic da; and night. 
But vras out maiTied ; fate too soon 
Consigned the dear youth to the tomb ; 
Her aflme alone I only knew, 
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As much 03 ever mui could he- 
She stud. " Pray tell me what 'a her naine. < 
I have no doubt I am the same." 
** Miss Flora Dubois was his love, 
Altbougb sincere, still God above 
Decreed for ever them to part, 
Yet her alone engrossed his heart" 
This news I feored her beart would break. 
She was struck silent, could not speak ; 
Though imite she stood hec looks disclosedr 
That my disclosure discomposed 
Her mind, but yet could not express 
Her inward feelings of distress ; 
She doubted not by what 1 said. 
Tliat it was him she sought was dead, 
And while her heart with anguish aweiliag. 
Her TOimtless tears her grief was telling ; 
But when her fliculties awoke. 
In l)roken accents now ^e apoke ; 
" He is dead \" aloud sbe cried, 
And to despair, her mind cons^oed. 

^.o soothe, but all in viun, 
She could not now contentment giun ; 
She would gire no ear to soothing voice. 
When lost the object of her choice ; 
She now distracted, i forlorn. 
And sat me down with her to 
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I Tet strove aL means I could devi»e, 

ger deep sunk apirils to nrisc ; 
ut loo much woe enwrapp'd her lotil, 
And nU her senses did control i 
No ndlying words could toucli her besTt. 
Where grief naa locked and eould not part> 
What means I used grief lo diapel, 
Who can transcribe ? — no words can tell. 
We both reclining on the green, 
None could behold a sadder scene ) 
Her lips ere ruby now are pole. 
An poignant angnish them assail, 
And o'er her feDtures cant a gloom, 
Tliat Uighted bU her glowing bloom ; 
Her eyes tlint daizted dim are now. 
By a set sadness on her brow. 
Still these vile blasts could not displace, 
A single marie of inward gnwe | 
Unde£led her mind is pure, 
And my endearment doth secure ; 
Her bloom thai grief had tram her borne. 
May by coasulement soon return, 
And Diitke faer lovely as before ; 
To cause me love her needs no more. 
Than what 1 can Kt present trace 
In every feature of her fare j 
And from inference I can find, 
Pure grace is blcodcd with ber mind, 
That is morepredous far than gold, 
Which creaieth vice and makes it bold | 
Such were the musing in my mind, 
Whilst near the fnit moid I reclined, 
And wishing now I could restore 
The faculties she had before ; 
Yet to disclose her lover's death, 
I deem was wrong, and did regret! 
But soon her spirits did revive, 
And Kt my heart once more alWe | 
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Bnt nhen her ejres did light diuover. 



She thought I v 



I her absent lovec j 



of what I her told, 
Ere she 'neath grief's effects reposed ; 
For her SEkke 1 deemed it better 
To pass awhile for my dead brother. 
And non she ceased to grieve or moan, 
And l<iok iny arm to lead her home ; 
We for some time together walked. 
And not a word now eitlier talked ; 
Meantime oft lorely looks the east. 
From eyes made iliin by sorrow's blaiti 
And then in gentle accents spoke, 
Saying, " Sir, you have not silence broke 
Since we departed yonder grove. 
Long absence blighted all your love." 
I was deviling all on oat way 
What to dissemble waa best to say ; 
I thought on one thing and another, 
To make her believe I was my brother i 
Yet now in answer, I said, " My dear, 
Do you suppose if I were debt, 
That I would willingly forsake you. 
Not call to see, and so deceive you f 
By the powers that are divine, 
My will did never so incline ! 
My dear, I'll frankly undeceive: 
An event that had caused nie leave 
This coimtry for a foreign clime 
Abruptly, and yet without lime 
To call on you and take my leave, 
I parted, love, a, life to lave. 
This affair of moment left no time, 
Then were no time of leisure m 
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I knew bim well, an honest maD, — 
To prove him such I oould luiti ran ; 
Yet he van taken for a theft 
That happened there ere here he left ; 
To prove his innorcnce would have failed. 
As the ship returned wherein he sailed, 
And hy mistake, as such are plenty, 
The honest man would be fouud guilty, 
Hod not despatch been used by me. 
Who proved an alibi, and set him ftee. 
And now, my dear, will all thin do 
To gain forgiveness now of you .' " 
" The act is worthy of applause. 
And yet enough to gein your cause ; 
To forgive you. Sir, it 's now I can, 
As you hod saved an honest man ; 
Your long absenre caused me grief. 
As wilfully met not ray belief, 
Yet what had most perplewd my mind. 
Was where you lived I could not &iid ; 
I doubt yon gave me your address, 
As where it was I ccniid uoC guess ; 
If I had got it I would have sent, 
And find it was to Spain you went. 
Then from suspense I would he free. 
When oft retired to think on thee ; 
Yet now the past, be it forgot. 
Though I well shared in human lot ; 
For thee I would not one tear shed. 
Had 1 DOC thought that you were dead ; 
But now in life 1 am glad to see. 
That you once more have come to me." 
The above recital may seem strange. 
That she can not perceive the change ; 
Nor do I believe she can for life. 
Unless I telt her when my wife ; 
So much alike were me and brother. 
That we pMoed !oc one uoIebs together : 
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And still aa rate we were combined, 

la seatiments and mutual miad ; 

Bora no contrut by grief or pUasure, 

In beart, io toil, in eaue or leisure ; 

Yet what had rxotsed our conrae thraugb UTe. 

V/e boOi oft aoo^t to get one wife ; 

Her loved by me, wM by my brother, 

£scb will alike to have no other ; 

Nor could 1 over have resided, : I 

t'Qtil my brother felt inelined ; 

So in each dilemma, we far better. 

Gave up courting both together ; 

Yet how to nmnsge such an affair, 

'U'ith coalitionn unfit to bear, 

We thought concealment the beat project, 

Tiint each may love a distinct object ; 

And by that means my brother courted 

This maid, who sought where few resorted, 

And was in hapless plight rcpiniog, 

When by the lonely brook reclining ; 

It '9 then 1 found her true endearment. 

And death had c&ujied her ^ad bereavcoent 

Yet I resolved that to conceal. 

Lest to have her 1 should (ail. 

My will ia reaUzed in life. 

To mflke my brother's love my wife. 

As (tie had earned hi> passion ccue, 

I did freely take his pUice, 

And feel all h^iinneu in liffe. 

As her he courted is my wife. 

Still ladies often wish to talk 

On sU that pass, while lovers walk, 

Lest their husbands would forget 

Endearing vows when tint they met ; 

When so it happened with my wife, 

I felt perplexity sad strife 1 

I knew not one thing or Ilie other 

llial paarrl betwixt her and my brother 
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\ Saiii she, " Why don't yon now repeal, 
Our Inles on love in single slate?" 
Besponse. " My dear, it slipp'd mj miad. 
Therefore you'd better me remind ; 
As when all young men wooing go, 
They are confused and do not know 
A single sentence Ihey advance, 
With minds absorbed and in a tranee;" 
She loved me Grst, now greater stiU, 
The above her very soul did fill ; 
As she onoe noticed my long pause, 
She doubted not what was the cause ; 
Yet what debarred me from repose, 
The counterfeit not to disclose, 
And for my conscience I thought heller. 
To ntBte her first love was my brother ; 
But yet before I wished to lest, 
V^'hieh of us both that ahe liked best, 
Andsiud, " Howtove sets hearts in motion, 
Yet dies like fOam bells oo the ocean 1 
It 's so with you, my dear, I deem. 
As I have sunk in your esteem ; 
You do not likemc nowit's plain. 
As well as ere I went to Spun > 
1 now the answer leave to you. 
If what I state be false or true," 
She for a while grew pale and mute, 
Yet was resolved to tell the truth ; 
" Though bound hy wedlock now to Ihee, 
Your absence weaned much love from me ; 
And tliough to doabt me is your will, 
I stale the truth, I love thee Mill." 
" And did you love no man but me. 
As on the subject we are free ?" 
" Ivowlneverdidinlife, 
As true as now I am your wife." 
" My dear the truth I believe from thee. 
You lov«d toy brother more than mE." 
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" Your hrotlier, Sir, I never knew, 
He must have told folEC talea to you." 
" No, no, my dear, he is dead andgoA 
Yet your aflfectiQQs he had won ; 
You told me so, do not deny, 
I will convince you by and hy ; 
I saw you first in yonder grove, 
Where I seqneatered went to rove ; 
It's there I met you by (he rill, 
la grief enough my heart lo liil ; 
And be convinced, my dearest wife, 
It woa the first time in my life." — 

" I don't upbrud thee with a lie, ji 

Yet strange yon will the truth deny ; jM 
You saw me first close to my home, ^M 
Where I light-hearted walked alone, ^ 
And then I thought you rude and free. 
To come and talk on love hi me, 
And though I meant to give no way 
To strange afTectians on that day. 
Still your professions seemed sincere, 
I to withstand ihem could not bear, 
And that 1 had concealed from you, 
Till you by lime I better knew ; 
And then we oCt had walked together, 
But never did I with your brother ; 
Then your absence being so long, 
I thought your condncl very wrong, 
Not knowing the cause, v>'ho could eiplun. 
As you were gone yon say to Spain ? 
And now you folsely me accuse ; 
How can Ibeaiwith such abuse? 
Sir. can you prove my conduct wrong. 
During the lime thai you were gone ? " 
" No, Qo. dear wife, you are yet sincere. 
And my afiections you shall share ; 
Yet by the bonds us binds together. 
You still miatake me for my brother. 
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No fault of j'Ouni, we were nlikc, 
Bore DO contrBM tbe mind to strike, 
111 look and stature, yet in voice. 
Nature rompared us both to nice, 
That oft beholden' Ihoughta were wrong, 
By thinking we were only one, 
L'nleai in view and near each other. 
So much alike were me and brother." 
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[uighly stiange, yet I don't know, 
but if it 's true and 1 am wrong, 
Why did you dupe me, Sir, «o long? 
'We are now married a year and more. 
Why not you mention it before ? 
Whntcauied your brother, then, tolcKVe?" 
" TwBS destli, my dear [ he is in the grafe." 
" As I must believe that you are true. 
And Hmry ia dead, to bhaa adieu ! " 
Tlieie words set horror in my mind. 
And she to grief again resigned. 
Ah I had I KDOwn, would I disclose. 
To blait my own and wile's repose ? 
'Twas tate that prompt me so to do, 
It 's now my lot with her to rue. 
And nought in life shall now restore, 
The bliu I felt with her before ; 
She loved my brother more than me. 
It's now displayed, I plunly see. 
And jealousy springs in my head, 
Yet it 'a not right sinee he is dead. 
It's true she loved him more than rae. 
What caused her so 1 cannot see i 
A man with sentimenta tike mine 
In all respects, who can define ? 
Did absence cause her love decline, 
And left a remnant to be mine ! 
But yet 1 &id the legal cause 
When on the matter now 1 p*u>« t~- 
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For one alone love ii lincere. 
The firtt it> purert euence akare, 
Therefore in me 'tis iJl ia vain. 
Her full Kffec^tioiii now to gun ; 
Thej' arc with him who is no more. 
An event (hat I much deplore ; 
At firnt success I felt much joy, 
No time I thought thai bliu coold cloj ; 
I would b&ve her (hen before another. 
As she nai courted lij m; brotbei. 
These arc the crones of our lives, 
We find them out in getting wives ; 
Tlie most ill-suited linked together. 
To banish bliufrom one another; 
Still 1 must go to bring Iter roiuid 
To love, in duty I am bonnd, 
I promised so ere we were wed, 
And won't Iranagress until I am dead : 
I'll go back aow to sooth mjr wife, — 
Unless I do she will lose her life ; 
As it was my act did ber deceive, 
I Ti-on't in anguish now her leave. 
'■ My dear, why do Ihee languish so. 
For bim that's gone where we must go? 
Can I be happy Id supply, 
"The plnce of him fute caused to die, 
And share your love that is bo treasure 
To the dead, yet bliss or pleasure? — ■ 
But to me with a heart not cold, 
It ia more Ireaiiue Uiau pure gold ; 
Will you now grant it, and forget 
All that you loved ere first we met, 
Aud I'll accept the precious boon, 
With gratitude for thee alone, ?" 
She. at these words, ran to embrace me, 
' ' n happy life doth place me, 

And my forgiveness doth implore, 
With vows to lov( - - - 
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Ht'PPy' hBpp;, nov is my state, 
With comdEnce ftee— not a cheat; 
I told the trath snd blensed my life, 
By undeMiTin; lo my wife, 
That I am myself and not my brother, — 
Loitd by her irtio lonres ao other. 
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That ancient Britons better knew, 
When warfare glowed each valiant breast, 
That were coasij^aed long sinre Co rest. 
■When Stephen fiUed the British throne, 
Then tonraamenta were better known, 
Than in the present peaceful age. 
When Britons with not war to wage. 
Through London gates in gaUant speed, 
Once rode each yonng man on his steed. 
With warlike shield and lance in hand, 
To Clement's Well, near to the Strand. 
At Halrfreil and CleAenwell, 
Their toumraaeDts performed well ; 
They met in battle's full array. 
Each Lent and Esster holiday ; 
They ran the rouods and look'd moat brave,— 
Sueh gallant sport an idea gave 
Of Britain's valour on the field, 
TbU. canaed lo often foes to yield. 
Tbeae scenes where witnessed such brave spM 
And men of warfan did resort, 
Then bmpid streams did murmur through. 
And BBbient forests freely grew ; 
" lopp'd they were to grow oo more, 
the earth their roots were tore, 
r that space where did resort, 
valiant men of old for qfort, 
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Buildingn' high rawed tops are seen, 
But not one top in foli^e green ; 
Summer and winter all the same, 
As nought un&ltered but the name- 
Let us renew the artdent apoit, 
And to the ThnmeB agua resort, 
There prove that we are equal brave, 
With these who passed from life to gn 
A sen-tight modelled on the plan. 
That ancient Britons fint began t 
A pole and target can decide 
The bravest man that skinis the tide ; 
We II set it upright in the Thames, 
Our andent fathen did the same, 
And him vho hits and breaks his spenr, 
Gets honour with the loudest cheer. 
But luckless he who cannot break, 
The boatman will have power to take 
Him b; the heels and Ums hini in. 
Until he is wet both garb and ildn, 
Tlieu shout and laugh to rend the sky. 
Whilst the duck'd warrior would to die 
Than drenched, an object of such shame. 
Id the deep water of the Thames. 
1 Hnd Chat we in dulness link, 
^\^lcn on our fathera' deeds I think ; 
Let ua hjr martin] sports be brave, 
Like (hcae who paned from life to grave ; 
Through dulness fast our valour faDi. 
Though we support our wooden wnlli ; 
Bull-baiting though a cruel sport, 
We must have sometlriDg o( tite sort. 
Bulls and bean, and cocks, thoti^ ■moll. 
Well bait and Gght diem one and all, 

I Of what the ancients ever k'nrw ; ^H 

All new ptanx 1 much condemn. ^^^M 

Although the woriu of clevei men, ^^^| 
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M through them nothing now Temain 
Jhe ancient glory to mniDtaiQ. 
Tm on the Thames our moch sea-fight, 
Shall be n source of much delight, — 
TwUl prove to all who come to view. 
That ancient spiuta ootvie the new. 
In the new forest never more, 
I fear can be chased the wild boar, 
Nor Binea with Scot* we are in peace. 
Can we have once a Chevy Chaae. 
But we must change our new coitume, 
Before the ancient we aiaume ; 
'Twere VBin in us so long to ihun 
The pleasures that our aires begun. 
Wheo ebivalry was all the go, 
It were the pride of every beau. 
To prove his valour, risk his life. 
It's theu he could obtain a wife ; 
It were the means to purchase love. 
Then every man to outvie strove 
In chivalry's all valiant sport, — 
That were ^e plan of old to court 
Though mirth flow in the present age. 
From some parts acted on the stage. 
Yet many hearts to eyes flow tears. 
When viewing a dnuna of ShaWspearr's ; 
It proves that heroic deeds are few, 
And now-o^nys the old seems new. 
As long n^lected valiant sport. 
The andenta' famous way to court. 
No cowtuil then a wooing went. 
Who did not meet with cold contempt ; 
No javelin cast, no stone we throw. 
No man at present prowess show 
In gymnastic brave exercise, 
Nor shall until the old arise, 
That long lies dormant in the grave. 
Of men who proved their natkn brkve. 
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If CockneyB now mount, one and all, 

In mirient style, I fear Ihey '11 fall, 

From horseback they msy meet the gnoB^ ' 

And on the Geld be sprawliiig foimd. 

Tluen future amials would diagrace 

The aeriona- of oiu- present rare i 

Let tournnincuM he set asiile. 

Dotil lu Cockneyr learn to ride. 

Ban can wc do the work ennplete; 

As time has allernli so the state 

OTscenei the aeata of mortBl sport. 

Where men of wmfnic did rraort > 

On. ancient grounds of aucti rsnown, 

Wc ought to pull the buildings down, 

Aoddcar them as tfiey were before, — 

But WE must plant the forests o'er. 

And trout new rivers run our streami. 

Of Iknpid waters lo the Thamea. 

Well work all on the very plan 

Aucieiit Britona first began ; 

The Scots still biBvc like andent clans, 

Embmce and fallow all ouf pIsjM, 

And lotunamenta now lake the place 

Of iDng-abaodoncd Chevy Chase. 



ADAM'S BTLISS INCREASED BY WOMAN, 
WHEN Adan» Brst in Eden's boweri, 
Sauntered alone nmougat fngrant flowers, 
Ambrosia] sweetxwere cluMered round. 
And all be sought for there he found ; 
While alone he strayed iu Elyaian bowen, 
Amidat the balui and Uoom of flowara. 
None human to break his solitude. 
Or on his flowery paths ioliude, 
The Lord oi lloau watched liim with eve. 
And fftijit^ him theo mo^ bliss to sbftrCv 
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Took Irom him a rib to be his wife. 
And make more happj still bi» life. 
When firat the ground & woman trod, 
Ju9t moulded hj the haiKl of God, 
Around her neck and breast did tnine, 
Her lurks like sunbesim briirht did sbvue. 
Unveiled, unvested waa her frame, 
Devoid of cure, and knew no nbame, 
Pure ra the lun thai cast iia ray. 
Upon her immaculate fonn of day ; 
The birds and broexe tagetlkcr Ment 
Their notes of joy as on ahe went; 
The lamb and iioo, equal meek, 
Skipp'd o'er the plain, no prey to seek f 
Though lured she was to cause our tall. 
Thai 'a not the case with women all i 
Few pleasures has a man to find, 
Unlesa what flows from womankind. 
In domestic life what bliss is there, 
Unlena it is by woman's care ? 
And thus with all that forma a IHendr 
The softest marks of love to blend, — 
To sooth Che tempeat, share the caliOr 
And pour on grief unfiling halm. 
The warrior, nurtured by her care, 
Embarks in life, and laurels wear. 
Did on the earth a woman appear, 
Or did she ftdl in Kfe's career? 
Whene'er her lot lo wear the crowDp 
Haa she failed to gain renown > 
In heroic aanats marked with fame, 
There you can find the heroine's nasie' 
When grace and virtue are combined, 
Nature 'a charms are refined, 
With shape unutterably bright, 
Formed by nature to yi^ delight. 
It ails with glow man's algid heart. 
Whan stie ker tandor thonghti imparts 
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How can it in oblivion fall. 

Since trsditioD sad hiator; coll 

To tlie mind since her ages ran 

What wooinn has FoduTEd for man ; 

But, alas I like flowers that April yirld, 

They give adornment to the iield, 

And feast the eyes with lints so rare, 

Yet cheer the heart that 's dull with care, 

But when their days of blDom are o'er, 

They sink unsought and charm no more. 

Joy is in the col when love is there,— 

A heavenliness to have and share ; 

Sweel is the hour that lovers meet, 

Ab dieer the time, it passes fleet, 

As if a heavenly magic prevailing, 

To keep fond lovers the longer from parting I 

While by the moonlight in the bower, 

They spend alone their wooing hour. 

Where nought but the warblers of the groTe^ I 

Can listen to their tales of love ; ' 

The moon and stars deieend their ray, 

As if lo lure young lovers' stay, 

And 'neath the sliade a gtimmer show. 

As if to add to lovers' glow. 



ERIN'S ISLE. 
'TWAS Erin's Isle that nature cast 

Her greenest mantle o'er it, 
And yet despised, I am surprised. 

By those who ought to love it. 
Who can explore within its shore, 
And like it not more than Iwfore .' 
To |)rove the merits it has borne, 
Since natdre Grat did it adorn. 

Ere its annals were penn'd by mBDi 
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But Btill enough is to be leeii. 

Id hills and vales that 's ever green ; 

Yet riven and liila that limpid flow, 

And cut around tlmn dlatifing glow ; 

Its comroodioiu lakes equal pure, 

And manj to that bank* alhire, 

Witli scenei unbeautifed b; art. 

Doth nature'i grandeur here impart; 

Yet nccDGS that 'i here doth charms diiplaj, 

Withiu the drcle ol the sea ; 

And to convince the nruiger's mind, 

That under Heaven he eould not End 

A land more fruitful and endearing 

Than Ireland, though in misei; sharing. 

This proUGc iale duth more produce. 

Than is enough for natives' use, 

But those vhom greatest portion share, 

Seldom Gi their dwellings there ; 

In other lands, without its shore. 

The; npend its product and moke poor 

Patriots lof al and yet brave, 

U'ho love where lies their parents' grave i 

These absentees injustice dealt. 

Oft towards producers of their wealth. 

As uot content with all they share, 

Uiiles these patriots be le^ bare 

This isle of wealth anil misery still. 

Some natives pari against their will, 

To share a mi(e in vain the; roam. 

Of what they worked for whea at home [ 

And meet contempt wherever they go. 

Being sons of slaves denmed for itoe. 

What stranger to this island went. 

Where nature her adornment sent, 

Yet to explore wilhiu its shore, 

And loves it not more than before I 

Here he could see tlie peasant poor. 

With welcome at his open dooi. 
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Free In receive the weary guest, 
Who needed food or yet to rest ; 
He would not sell for rash to hoard. 
The food intended to afford 
The needy guest a free repast, — 
He deems this system far the best ; 
It is the same his parents thought, 
And cannot believe it ever hronght, 
Yet poverty within his door, 
But that extortion made him poor, 
A poor roan never was denied 
An alma, though oft he had applied, 
Nor free access, when weather cold, 
To the fireside he may make bold ; 
Such to the need]! here is known, 
That they may share what 's not their 
Here chiiity ia in each breast, 
Tending to cheer the humble guest ; 
Yet the rich traveller he may save, 
Since each supply what life them gave 
Whatever his wealth or rank may be. 
His bed and board to him is free, 
Ac cot and mansion, all the same, 
It long waa so, and go remains. 
Hospitality siuiles at each door. 
To meet idike the rich and poor; 
Yet can contempt with these accord, 
Or vile injustice them reward. 
Though they by time are thought to bear, 
Misgovemment which now they share ; 
And no concession to their claims, 
Lest they would sunder by it chains, 
That ages past so fast them bound, 
Like tyrant's slaves with nose to ground : 
Though humiliating to each breast, 
Where justice fondled has iti rest. 
Still passive minds, srerce them excite. 
To make sn effort for their tighti, 
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But lalber brook la nrong demnnd, 

Than cause eraptiong in the land ; 

But by anii by (bej wilt gain ground. 

And snap the chuns that long them bound) 

TbeiT current strengthens as they go. 

To meet by legal means the foe ; 

Though adverse current! bubbles rise, 

And tossing vapours ta the iky, 

Yet tbe torrent sinks beneath 

With still the power to agitate ; 

To make inroads by sweejiing tide. 

O'er this green iiluid mint subiide; 

It had its eoorse for ages past, 

And though leluetant ebbs at last ; 

The vile invader forced its way, 

And freely swept for many a day. 

With it the product of this land, 

And caused its nnlives sink like sand, * 

Unless the worldUngs at its side, 

Uplifted o'er the rest to ride, 

They did so plated their coffers fill. 

To raise their station higher slitl ; 

But as the current ebbs they fall, — 

They rost so high they tried for all, 

Deeming they could make full demand, 

So well the whip they could command. 

From this vague rhyme I'll now digress. 

I fear some readers won't it guess ; 

IT] cast aade such tales of woe. 

And through the seenes of pleasore go : 

Here in each circle you can find 

Bevelry enough to please the mind ; 

Here are young peasants on each green. 

Both chaste and graceful to be seen, 

In lummer's eves the groups display. 

Hie girls most coy in &eerl\il play ; 

Oft it was pleasing to my sight. 

To view these scene* full of delight, 
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Where vocal music did enhance. 
The pleasure in the nimble dance, 
And caused me oftea to reaort, 
Hieie rustic ■ceuea of mral iport ; 
Thcf nece as pleasing to my mind 
Ab higher eirclea more reflnedf 
As nought immoral who resort, 
Could deiipi to mingle with tlie sport. 
The active hurlen on each plain, 
ConteBting bard the match to gain. 
And at each blow the bounding ball. 
CauBe fleeter run the hurters lUl ; 
Each boy with eagerness in breast. 
To prove himself vho burled best, 
As doubting; not when well he knew, 
That hii bdoved stirad in view; 
As emulation crowns this sport. 
Many who to the scene resort. 
To view and hear the music sound, 
That symphonize the air arooiid. 
And spectators oft in ecstacy, 
Mingle their cheers with symphony. 
The old with young here pleasure share. 
Till from their hearts takes wing all care ; 
And some with life at far advance, 
Oft share most active in the dance. 
Pointful Don of cares they bore. 
Through life abutting on fourscore. 
These iports congenial to my mind, 
I wandering far have left behind. 
And nought so mirthful now t see, 
Though round my thinking mind they See, 
^V'he^ retrospect paints to my view, 
Of all that 's past I ever knew ; 
Yet when the summer time is gone, 

's nights are dark and long. 
Each strive to enlertiuD his guest. 
With novel tale's enlivening jest ; 
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Yet tales oa ghosts and such rare things, 
Sets time and spirits on the wing, 
And few with nerves so strong to bear. 
These strange recitals without fear ; 
The young and timid look behind, 
When fear is pressing on the mind, 
And in dark comers frantic stare. 
Thinking, no doubt, the ghost was there ; 
So guests, made merry, time beguiled. 
As }f kind fortune on them smiled. 
The Irish peasant takes much pride. 
When sittmg by his own fire-side, 
In making merry people there. 
Till banished all that sent him care, 
And now is toil and hardship o'er, 
Forgot as if to eome no more ; 
Not till his guests his presence leave, 
He can compute what life him gave, 
Nor once thmk scanty what he got, 
Though his in life an hiunble lot. 



A DUPE TO LOVE. 

ACCURSED ihis love within my breast, 

That robb'd me of all pleasure. 
Since she is false who sent the guest 

That left xay mind no leisure ! 
Her eyes are bright, they darken light, 

And set my h^urt in motion. 
When fixed on me till dimm'd my sight. 

And in my soul emotion. 

I thought that hallowed was the glance, 
That first drew my attention. 

And meant the damsel to advance, 
And love I felt to mention ; 

F 
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But soon 1 found, thoogh in lave bound. 

The fair ont did deceive me. 
As she naa costiDg looks around 

As lovely as ibc gave me. 
With poignant grief I felt the shock. 

Her thoughts I strove to banish ; 
How could I prize a transient mock ! — 

But love no time could vanish ; 
Yet the vile teoout in my breast, 

It haunts my soul and breaks my rest ; 
My life 's at risk, who '11 SEive it ? 



THE EMIGRANT. 

HIS kicdred home the em^ant parted. 

Though he sad-hearted, still he left 
His nadve lands and friends regarded, 

^\'ho at bis pujling for him wept ; 
What could for friends assuage his sorroir, 

Yet would he leave and cause tbem woe 
Uid he from prospects hope not borrow ?— 

Twas fate that led his will to go. 

He left, he leR, and crossed the ocean, 

To s foreign land where ho)ie him drew, 
And borne by each billow in motion. 

Till B.t a shore where none he kncM', 
He lought his fortone in a forest, 

Amidst its Datives rude imd wild. 
No prospect here gave hope to cherish. 

Like that which once his thougbts beguiled. 
By the Swan River now reclining, 

All but the sun strange to his view, 
He gave for awhile way to repining. 

As nought was here he loved or knew 
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reaaoQ liade grief la surrender 

Qe seat it held withia his breoat. 

'And caused him hence cease to remember, 

What btought no succour, gave no rest. 
Mo time to lose, thoughts now suggested 

That it wM fortUQC brought bim here ; 
He took Ms aie, no longer rested, 

Then set to work the land to clear ; 
Each blow he gave with will and vigour, 

Advanced bim to a &ee estate ; 
Each tree he fell'd made the spnce bigger, 

Till soon his tree lands became great. 
'Twas peril and grief and labour bought 

This emigrant a free estate ; 
Could he when in sorrow oace have thought. 

That fate would alter so bis state ! 
In native land by dearth of labour. 

Scanty fare was all hi a own, 
Which lead him with Ihat and kin to sever, 
_ And in Australia is his home. 



^H NASSAU BALLOONS. 

^^^'LL all travel soon in Nassau balloons. 

With Green to eiplore upper regions, 
Amongst ecliptic bodies by gas in eliptics, 

We 11 soon be contesting their stations. 
With intellects bright by regions of light. 

The clouds shall be bodies beneath iia. 
To keep in our flight dull earth from our sight. 

And no longer pervert mortals moke uit. 
We 'II dwell in the air with people that 's therr. 

That are pure, unpolluted, celestial. 
And bUss that is there, perhaps we can share, 

Transcending our share of terrestrial. 
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If Green he our guide o'er clouds we can 
Aud none of dull vapours above us ; 

O'er them if we ride— they connot ua hid 

From powers that may succour and love ui. I 

All that emanates from objects beneath, 
Dolh gull, yet allure and pervert us, 

Bliss here is a. shade, an instant can fade, 
And at its departure oppress tis. 

No doubt we can soon arrive at the moon, 
When swiftly the altituite guuing, 

For Green and balloon we may there find n 
On a throne to be evermore reigning. 




MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 65 

Alas ! amidst beauties around, 

That channs impart to the eye, 
Many yet many are found. 

Easing the breast with a sigh ; 
Many yet many are found, 

Easifig the breast with a sigh, 

Easing the breast with a sigh. 

All seasons doth cares to us flow. 

Even those of delight to the view, — 
All summoned by death yet must go, 

And to aU that is here bid adieu ; 
All summoned by death yet must go, 

And to all that is here bid adieu, 

And to all that is here bid adieu. 

Still if through this season we live, 

And witness the winter's return, • 

We '11 share all that nature doth give 

Of bliss yet of causes to mourn ; 
We '11 share all that nature doth give 

Of bliss yet of causes to mourn, 

Of bliss yet of causes to mourn. 

What does it avail us to sigh, 

As nature affords us our share 
Of bliss, till the hour comes to die, 

And part with this world of care ? 
Of bliss, till the hour comes to die, 

And part with this world of care, 

And part with this world of care. 



THE CHASE. 

IN autumn when the harvest's reaped. 
As early as the morning peeped, 
I heard the cheerful horn sound, 
For chase prepared were horse and hound ; 

f3 
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The hounds' j^mboli and yelling cry, 
Imp&rted sport to car and eye. 
And Ihe air apace more vivid grew, 
By tries, an aenr the copw [hey drm; 
By initinct led, a yelling hound. 
The sought-for hare in ainbush fbuDd, 
I'hat nas not wUling to remain, 
But bounded off o'er hill and plpjn, 
With many eaeer in pursuit, — 
No horse stood scill.no hound «as mute; 
Eaeh sportsman on his dying steed, 
Would feign pursue with greEtcr speed, 
Throueli copse, o'er walls, where horse could hear, 
No hound rould catch the ttmid hare, 
And tbeir loud ycUs from vnle and hill, 
Did the wh(^ space with echo fill; 
Pedestrians excited coming forth, 
Left toil neglected for the sport, 
And from each glen up hilla they run, 
To share as well in Oiii day's fuu. 
The affrighted bare evading still. 
Seemed not a prey to catch or kill 
And gained tbe covert of a wood, 
Wliere impeded horse aod horsemen si 
Or round the borders went to meet. 
The hare and hounds, both equal fleet. 
But in the wood's intrvTUte maze. 
It guli'd the hounds and took its ease ; 
Tel their loud cries the sportamen told, 
"Their prey was sdll within the fold ; 
But soon by practice they had found, 
A better way to trace Its ground. 
And left it not a. resting place, 
To mock their efforts at itn ease ; 
But *hen their rries came close about. 
Its courage ^ed and started out, 
And gave once more way for pursinl, 
"■ 'It more 'etile, 
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While ia the wood m amburii still, 
No hound but failed to start or kill 
This fleet evader of the chase, 
That there securely to<^ its ease, 
Till refreshed for greater speed, 
For what it got the hounds had needy 
And all inference did agree. 
The hare was likely to get free ; 
Still soon a chance to ail a|»peared, 
Who in the chase a failure feared, 
As on the clear a^-gaining ground. 
Ere lost were now the harrier hounds ; 
But like the events of this life. 
Succeeding calm there comes a strife, 
As soon another copse appeared, 
Dispelling hope that sportsmen cheered. 
The hare bore towards it when in view,— 
The best retreat no doubt it knew ; 
On it smiled freedom when it met 
The copse with ground both deep and wet. 
And not one sportsman could surmise, 
A doubtless means to catch the prize. 
This copse' recesses tread by few. 
Defied tiie huntsmen to get through. 
And scarce was scent the hounds could find, 
As by this 'cute hare left behind. 
Yet tlus like other hares, I guess. 
Sought and found a deep recess. 
And there in ambush it was plain. 
It lay to rest and gull the train ; 
Yet hounds inured to chase a fox, 
Searched every nook 'neath bush and rock, 
And through tilie brakes each portion traced. 
Until its hiding place they reached ; 
To sportsmen now the cry proclaimed. 
That hounds the right recess had gained, 
But still the hare both fleet and 'cute, 
Escaped and left them in pursuit ; 
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Now clear of woods, its nindtn; nay 
Set hounds and huntsmen otl astray. 
But ending only crovraa success, 
And nhat ensued no man could guess : 
This hare it was defeated still, 
As weaiy hounds the brute did kill, 
And greedy dogs both one and all, 
With deafening cries proclaimed its fall, 
And sounds of trimtiph rend the air, 
From fbot and horaemen that were there. 
As fate had favoured sport this day, 
When Ihe poor hare became their prey. 



VERSES TO A COQUETTE, AT CHURCH.j 
ALTHOUGH transgressing duty, 

At solemn prayers I mused on thee, 
To prize deceiving beauty 

Was vain, that now I plainly see. 
Your looks were most beguiling. 

That set love's feeling in my breast ; 
They gave me hope most smQing. 

Still it has Sed and left no rest. 
If I had once deceived thee. 

My conscience would upbraid me no* 
And remorse could never leave me. 

But cast its sadness on uiy brow. 
But you, a prize transcending 

AU others in each lover's eye. 
Will set some more repenting 

Your loss, DO doubt, as well as I. 
1 never before oddre^s'd thee, 

Nor shall I here subscribe my name ; 
1 wish that God may bless Ihee, 

And if now happy, so remain. 
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THE REFORMED RAKE. 

A Rake by passions prompt on to excess, 

His feeble reason coidd not them sappress. 

Till fiill glutted by bis favourite choice. 

Then in hb soul that reason had a voice. 

And by its suffrage led his feeble thoughts, 

To view behind and reckon aU his faults, 

That in a cluster phantomed to his view, 

Engrossed his mind, and solemn thoughts there drew. 

This retrospect inspired him with disgust 

For his past life so ushered on by lust. 

That could no longer exercise domain 

Within the breast in season to reclaim ; 

Long absent virtue to it back did go, 

And to supplant the herald of his woe ; 

Unruly passions hence had no control. 

To lead the flesh in variance with the soul, 

As by experience he was taught to find. 

That transient pleasures wheedle the weak mind ; 

Embarked in life his will knew no restraint 

Or self-denial ever made a saint, 

Till in the net of pleasure he was wound, 

Willing to stay while there enjoyment found ; 

Yet when his mind was full of luscious store, 

He lost his taste to share of any more ; 

Yet still were left no will with him to leave 

The coil where bound a captive and a slave ; 

Pleasure first and subsequent disgust. 

Were what he found the offsprings of his lust, 

And thought with horror on the time past by. 

When nought but vice gave charms to his eye. 

And virtue loathsome to his tainted breast, 

That had not room for such a holy guest, 

Till Providence his bosom did inspire, 

And caused him cease life's vices to admire. 
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AN EVENING STROLL ; THE MERMAID. 

ONE summer's eye -I strolled alone, 
And heard a shrill and plaintive moan, 
From whom it came to me unknown, 
As none could I espy. 

The cry resumed, but still more Weak, 
tt came but from a neighbouring lake. 
Where surf don't rise, waves don't break. 
To drown a suppressed sigh. 

I hastened to the bank to see, 
Her in distress, who could it be ; 
The voice I heard now called to me. 
To hurry to her aid. 

When on the bank I viewed around, 
Her cries did cease, I thought her drowned, 
Methought she sank and can't be found, — 
Her grave lies in the deep. 

Just at these thoughts I did espy, 
A female's head o'er water nigh ; 
She made a loud and moumfid sigh. 
Saying, *^ Hasten here to me ; 

*' I am a maid much in distress. 
My sister's loss doth me oppress :" 
Who she was yet I could not guess. 
But hastened to her aid. 

When I approached or near her drew. 
Her finny tail she round me threw. 
Saying, ^* My sister now can ransom you. 
If sent here back to me." 

Alarmed now in great mistake, 
She being a native of the lake. 
To disengage I felt too weak. 
As terror conquered me. 
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I said, ** Dear mermaid, let me go ; 
Who took your sister I don't know, 
I never was in my life your foe, 
But a friend I come to thee.*' 

She said, '* You came a friendior foe, 
As who I were you did not know, 
You thought me a female of your own, 
And no native of this deep.*' 

So now immersed, could I but gasp, 
Within the maiden's firm grasp, 
I felt it a most arduous tad^, 
To get once frt)m her free. 

I said, " Come with me on the bank, 
And for life I shall thee thank ; 
Amongst the land maids thee shall rank. 
And live for ever with me : 

** Your sister there no doubt we '11 find, 
To bring back comfort to your mind ; 
It avails thee not here me to bind, 
To perish here with thee." 

** Well, since in hopes to see once more 
My dear lost sister, I will go, 
And at your mercy I shall throw 
My life upon the land." 

We swam, and to tke border came, 
I mounted the bank, she would the same. 
But I ran and left her there to scream, 
That rend the lofty sky. 

Now as I am this once more freet 
I never again will run to see 
A screaming woman where she may be, 
Even drowning in the deep. 



« 
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TIME. 
SIN'CE Adun's creation, time to mankind knfl 
Tlkat God dtspeoBetb from bis heavenly throae ; 
With time did creations rise, and creations fiQI, 
Dust brought to life and death et unture's call ; 
With tiiue the in&nt cnme into this life. 
To dwell in pain, joy, happiness, and strife. 
Or instanEaneous met its youthful doom, 
And nitness'd not a vrorid of sin and gtoom. 
With time from duat the warrior faced the field. 
With time was ataiu, or fought la cause foes yield. 
Who were arrayed in warfare to crush down 
His country's power, its freedom and renown. 
With time the hero trora aa infant run 
To claim the laurels on the field he won. 
With time the oak leed idiot its buda in air, 
In foliage green, and with its branches bare, 
Successive years its top exalted high, 
Till growth ceased, and to approach the sky; 
Time cut it down, or yet had caused its fall, — 
The tite of mankind, and of creatures all. 
In time 'rose temples and monuments of art. 
To give the future a knowledge of the past ; 
Time doth moulder, time doth pnll tliose dovm, 
Vet long exists the name that hears renown. 
It 'a time [he billows roll against the shore. 
If time did cease they could but roll no more. 
It 's time brings wonders constant in our ways. 
At aged times as in our cliildhood's days. 
It 's time the earth airays in all her bloom. 
Time nips it off to give successive room ; 
By time the gun approached that yieldeth glow, 
Time caused it recede, and brought us frost and 
Yet to descend and vanish from our nght, 
Time it ascends in dazzling glow most bright ; 
Alternate light and darkness o'er us floi 
Jtarc revolutiont Providence con show. 
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Friends most sincere yet lime doth cause (o pnrt, 
For distant climea or in the grave to rest; 
O time ! you wonders, joy and grief us bring, 
Though all are homt on your mighty wing ; 
We count your moments best when they are past, 
And know you measure life from first to last ; 
Yet, time, wliat genius yoa convey to man '. 
What ancients could not, those in life they can ; 
Tel when you with our destiny arrive, 
Of faculties you sxu'ely ns deprive; 
A year, small portion of thee, lasting time, 
Brings round the seasons duty in each clime ; 
Each day and night the earth revolves full round, 
We pass our lives upon a moving; ground ; 
The henvenly bodies, time conducts their rale, 
But the great dispenser that conducts the whole. 
And pves in life a fixed portion of time. 
To bU hia creatures in waters, lands and climes. 
By time the moon traverse the orb of heaven. 
And sends its rays in a world to mortals given ; 
By time each night and day it shines around 
The orb by which the world we live is boimd ; 
Though heavenly bodies daily take their round. 
To a short moment strictly they are bound ; 
Yet us proud mortals, little as we are, 
On time so precious scarcely think or cnre ; 
Tili we lose time, but time that is too Inle. 
To do ID life our work that is so great ; 
And if well done when death upon us Rdls. 
We '11 quit this life in joy when mercy calls. 
We dwell on earth, and there can see and tind. 
The various testurea in the humsn mind : 
And various yet like streams and oceans wide, 
The deep can best their rugged bottoms hide; 
Some on with will their fellow-creatures slay, 
And feels remorse upon an ensuing day ; 
Some feels content, but by such deeds when done, 
And during life ■ course of evil run ; 
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UthoTB Sckle and varies as time goes, 
And shows the tide as rough and siuooth it Bova ; 
For fellaw-creatuies some wlio bear guod. will, 
Would not to sluj' 01 ever use tbem UI, 
But charity moiii all wocidly strife, 
Retains its dwelling in their hearts for life. 
Some lave dEstructioQ with no hope of gain, 
And not feel happy but by otlieia' pain ; 
Some slander, some rob and steal, lo time fill. 
For good and evil, in life there is a will ; 
Each fleeting moment leaves behind it 
Where it murks light yet nioments doth in 
Till lo the vision plunly it appears, 
■When moments number in die gross a year ; 
Whether auspicious or severe time went, 
Is plainly shown on human by its dent. 
If we be happy or yet in grief or pain, 
The trace of time will show it that reuLains. 
The child when bom, time that gave it birth, 
Time it increased in vigour, strength and mirth, 
Time it reared up to the height of bloom, 
Time it decayed lo death and in ihc tomb ; 
Time it changed, when in the tomb it lay, 
From flesh and boae unto a mass of clay ; 
Such transition time cause as It goes, -j 

To earthly subjects we mortals yet don't know, l 
How soon from life mito tlie grave lying low ; ( 
Pate's sad consignment would our bodies place, 
And not in hfe be left of us a trace. 
Time on the billows is the mariner's guide. 
And shows his distance on the ocean wide ; 
With time, if borne to a foreign shore. 
With lime perhaps he could return no more. 
With time the Qowrets grace the hills and vales. 
With time they are nipp'd and desolation leave; 
''*" dme all plants are decked in foliage green, 
time divested, scarce a vestige seen, 
iky o'ercast, not &om the sun a glow. 

cloods beneath the heav ens flow. 
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But time that brings such gloom takes it away ; 
Nought brought by time as long as thne can stay. 
In time came blossoms, trees and plants bore fruit, 
And private evils brought to light by truth ; 
With time what comes and o'er above us flow, 
Although much felt is more than mortals know, 
Though some yet would to cHmb above the sky, 
Although they know not all that is close by ; 
Divine secrets not yet known to man. 
The vain may seek and find them if they can ; 
The wise aware it 's but to seek in vain, 
As heavenly secrets mortals cannot gain ; 
All that 's for us are sent us down by time, 
For what is not 'tis vain for us to climb. 
But wait for what is divine will to send. 
Until God wills our earthly life to end. 
May him whose grace makes holy the pervert, 
Refbrm our lives and to what 's good convert. 
That all who dwell on earth the time them given. 
May be prepared at death to dwell in heaven ! 



^^^t^^tt^^^^^^^^^^^ 



GREAT BRITAIN. 



TO cast in oblivion, I deem would be wrong. 
Great Britain, where fortune has mocked me so long ; 
Contesting for it, that has caused my delay 
Herein, where no other rule led me to stay. 
This land of protection, yet freedom and power. 
That many approach in adversity's hour, 
And finds here a refuge, and sympathy too. 
No matter in what foith their sentiments grew. 
The foreigner sinking 'neath absolute rule. 
Conceiving his treatment amounting to cruel, 
Discloseth the sentiments hid in his breast, 
Scarce thinking of hazard becoming his guest. 
Till fiuding the wrath he incurred in approach. 
And no sanctuary left to debar its encroach, 
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Where fate had allotted him life fint ta 

And noue but Ms ilQet thcceio that wai _, 

When hopelQBs of pimlon, encotnpasa'd with fear, -■ 

lie sliunneth his country, — a fugitive here ; 

It 's here at his landing he aunden his chains, 

I And the first time in life loved freedom he gains ; 

A shield o'er his head can his safety inaure, 

I And he ceases to feel >rhat he could not endure. 

Neptune from here spreading rule o'er the sea, 
No time makes decrepid, or lessens bin sway ; 
His power that diaperaetb foes that comhine, 
Shali round Britoiu'a coasts to protect them entwine. 
Yet here to comment is no matter of need, 
On what is well known to each man who can read, 
That Britain won laitrela on land and on oceans, 
Therefore in her glory she needs no promotions. 
Few low-bred of Britons may foster disUke. 
When contrast of birth-place their shallDw minds str&e. 
But where education has purified thoughts. 
You will find those divested of all of such faults, 
And tender their friendship and succour in need, 
To those that may differ in country and creed j 
Deeming an exception both sordid and cruel. 
Which worldlings oft set at the head of misrule, 
To cause rustic minds coincide with their plan, 
That tnon nuiy ajuist them in robbing of muu ; 
With those tew exceptions, Brilona I find 
Possess'd of all feelings becoming monldnd ; 
Yet I know of no country, though each claiming most, 
iliat of more appertaining to honour can boast. 
I flatter not Bntons hy all I state here, 
I would scorn to do so through interest or fear ( 
But here to uiy pen, as my sentiments Sow, 

I I set down in writing what yeus lead m- 
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EXCURSION FROM LONDON TO RICHMOND. 

A SONO. 

Through Richmond I stroll'd a fine summer's morning, 

When Phoebus's radiance was lost in the glow, 
As the sun at ascending the earth was ad(Mming, 

To all oli{)«ct8 beneath its pure rays did flow ; 
The scenes o'ercast by the mght's gloom and shade, 

Did plainly to vision in brightness appear ; 
When all gloom of the morn by sun->rays did fade, — 

They came to my view then my spirits to cheer. 

Soft tinted were flowers by the freshness of morn, 

As dew-drops bespangled all over the scene, 
And imparted a deepness of hues to adorn, 

The blooms that here mingled with purest of green. 
The nightingales yet by soft notes were combining. 

On the wings of the breeze to the larks rose their lay. 
All here sharing bliss, and no creature repining, 

But hailing the visit of sweet flowery May. 

When summer was over, I took the same way, 

When blossomswere vanished, and charms were gone, 
No trace to be seen of the flowrets of May, — 

No dew-drops to spangle, — all iVagrance was gone. 
On forests ere clad, not a leaf to be seen, 

No foliage to shelter the small birds of song ; 
Tho' once glowed my heart with summer's gay scene, 

By the change It was chill, and spirits were gone. 

The transitions of nature, here plain to mv view, 

Inspire me with thoughts that I scarce had before, 
As bleak shone this scene and pensive birds grew. 

Though zephyrs in air once Uieir symphony bore. 
What creature exempt from the visits of care, 

More rude when for bliss that is past we repine. 
Or yet if unwilling life's portion to bear, 

Till life is extinct and to death we resign ? 
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THE SAILOR'S FIRST VOYAGE. ■ 

LAUNCHED Briton's pride upon the ocean, 
Wilt masts alaft and swelling sailg, 

The sea and breeze kept them in motion, 
Whilst ^ly on ihe stemm'd the waves. 

The surge was rising, — waves were doahing,— 1 
A view of land I short could keep. 

As up aad down amidst bLUows prancing, 
She swiftly sailed upon the deep. 

Altbot^h with friends on land I parted. 

My heart now throhb'd with gladoess' glowr. 

Ijlie a brave seaman, not sad hearted. 
Though surge dash high and tempests blov. 

The night gloom east, no slur that glitter 
Could light my first night o'er the deep. 

As sea roll'd high, my heart did Quttcr, 
And iu my hammock conlil not sleep. 

I op on deck lo view the billows, 
That broke agmnat our stalely buk, 

I could not snooze upon a pUIow, 
My first night roUuig in the dork. 

At tliG first dawning of the morning. 

I viewed the soils and mast's tops highr 
With British colours them adorning, — 

Far, far at sea, no land was nigh. 

As tight retamed I viewed the ocean, 

Eipansively that toe surround, 
Our ship and all around in motion, 

For Calcuttft she was bound. 
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BEAMING EYES. 

Your eyes are still as beaming bright, 

As when, love, last we parted, 
The many years out of your sight. 

Were by me spent sad-hearted. 

But now as fortune caused us meet. 
Though fate had caused our parting, 

Long absent bliss doth now me greet. 
With joy at my returning. 

In foreign climes could I have rest, 

And &ink an thee, my charmer ? 
Your image dwelt within my breast, 

Love, since my last departure. 

On the battle field, where cannons roared. 
None but thee could cause me mourn. 

Through doubt to see thee, love, once more^ 
Or ever to thee return. 

O, dearest, were it not for thee, 

I would care not for the danger \ 
As my love for life was caused by thee, 

And not die amid foes a stranger. 

There in my silent tomb to dwell, — 

In solitude to slumber. 
Nor behold thee since our last farewell^ 

Nor ever to thee return. 

But now as I am returned to thee, 

And all sad cares gone by me, 
I never again shall roam fVom thee. 

Nor ever so cruelly slight thee. 

Your beaming eyes kindle joy. 

And extinguish that of sacGiess ; 
Nought but sad care from thee away, 

And joy at my return. 
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THE MAID PASSING BY. 

OF tbdt fair maid vho pusses by, 

Permit my pen the truth,— 
Her complexion fair and spockllDg eyes 

Diaplaya the bloom of youth. 
Her oral features doth outshine 

The fwrest flowern of May, 
With peerless grace her ringlets twine, 

And nature's gifts display. 

Her nose proportioned, long and fajr. 

Contrasted with the hue 
Of eyes that nature tends a shore 

Of purest a^ure blue. 
Her soft-tioted eheeks ve almost hid 

Beneath her tresses flowing, 
Vieing with gems when lying amid 

The radiant sunbeams glowing. 

Her limbs like cedar shape complete, 

^o ait caa lend its aid ; 
For borrowed charms who 'U dilate. 

That passing beauteous maid 1 
Her unaffected sir display 

The virtue of her mind, 
As. not for glory looking gay, 

She'll adulation End. 

Happy and happy is the man, 

Who can her &»oujs gain, — 
Some men may use all art they con, 

But find it all in vain. 
Her virtuous will cannot dispense 

Her love upon that swain, 
Devoid of virtue, void of sense, 

A-wooing, »-wuoiug in vun. 



THE SHEPHERD. 

THE shepherd, minilful of his fleecy care, 

Despises nol kings, Dorniah their rank to ihore; 

With humble pride lie strolU the solitude, 

Lest the sly fox aoioiigst hia Bock intiudei. 

With dog, whose cure is equal tn his own. 

Nor need he speak to make his wishes known, — 

A look will do, when bis caniue Inend descries, 

tf any danger to his flock draws nigh, 

Or beyond the limits of their pasture stray, 

To fetch them hack, then swiftly strides awny ; 

It obeys his mandate with the strictest care. 

Of his juy or trouble it doth partake a share. 

No fox now Digh — bis dog drives off the pest — 

He deems it time to lay him down to rest, 

And on his couch, that nature clothes with green. 

He slumbers, or vicwn uroiind the rural scene. 

Or with his eyes the orb of heaven dotb range. 

Lest, uoperceived, pais over his couch u change. 

The flock his pride, tliough it be not his own, 

He desires not wealth, its use to him unknown i 

Ambition never tarrica in his breast. — 

He seeks not pomp, — its love don't break hia rest ; 

Content, though humble his bed of straw like down j 

Nor Chink tliat ever fortune on him frown, 

Happy the shepherd from ambition free. 

Though means ore small, his wants and them agree, 

Moclu at the efforts men for glory make, 

Who mount on cobwebs that beneath tliem break, 

And every moment of their haughty lives, 

Create fresh ambition that cause them fresb strife ; 

But the humble shepherd, content, whate' 

Would not be king, not for the wealth he 

Would not be rich— desires nol wealth to 

But when in love a most devoted swain ; 

Then his ambition, sent him ^m above, 

To get the object of his devoted love. 
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Who with him shares content in bumble life, — 

Happy the noman that 'i the shepherd's wife ; 

Serene content, although with humhle fere. 

Their cot la happf, as content is theie \ 

Content with those that 'a from nmbition free. 

What fortune sends, they only wish to see, 

And laxury seek not, tlmt doth only sore, 

Which fniia some breasts life's beat content has tore. 

Happy the wealthy, if they could but share 

The shepherd's content, not his humble fare, 

Bom but humble, prefers aa humble Ufe, 

To seek above it, content forbids a strife ; ^ 

No king that rules and sits upon his throne, ^H 

That of content can call as much his own ; ^M 

His dog is free his mandate to obey, ^U 

And drives his floclt in haste from harm's way ; ^f 

Set on a hill upon his flowery throne, 

He views the flock, and calls control his own. 

The prodigal sportsman, though once his fortune large, 

Pound not enough at length to meet his charge, 

Then found that credit could his wants supply. 

Not knowing his downfal was approaching nigh, 

Until his debts over his head did roll. 

Then sunk a victim to pleasure's great control. 

The shepherd free, — the sportsman in distress, — 

His wants are greater and his income less i 

Thus doth pleasure the eyes of men infold. 

Not seeing the cliff until it down they roll. 

The ennobled baron feigns his king to (hank, 

But not content till higher still his rank, 

As proud ambition leads Mm to descry, 

Still higher stations that he can't come nigh. 

The warrior fighting on the fatal held, 

Though powerless left woidd rather die than yie 

And for distinction worldly bliss destroys, 

But the shepherd's content rank never decoys. 

an desires more pelf to gain, 
Cares not a jot about acquiring fame, 
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Though much he has he woultl to have much in 

Yet ill-acquired, to cumulate bis store j 

And if bin pleaaure ia to get aud save, 

Bis life to mammon ia a seeking slave. 

And haa no comfort b; hia cankering atore, 

But Bt his leisure to count it o'er and o'er. 

The misei'a pleasure ia to get and hoard, 

And not much comfort to his life afford, 

Leal hia treaaure thereh; be made the less, 

His generous deeds can not his death-bed blesi; 

But the honest shepherd never felt desire, 

Bj sueh malpractice fortune to acquire ; 

Bla only icant, as guardian of the £ock. 

Was garb and fare, and nought of mammon' 

Hia garden crop did plenty food supply, 

With one milch cow he need not eat it dry ; 

Noi^ht of luxury odcc sought by him in life, 

That left content and banished ivorldly stnfe ; 

By no excitement ever led aatrnj, 

Which kept his steps through life Irom barm's way. 

The innocent lambs that sported on the green. 

Skipp'd round their dams, — to him a pleas'mg sec 

Tbeir's was delight ! could be but feel a share. 

As being the young and harmiess of his care 7 

These, and such prospects, lead apart hia mind 

From what 's a curae to moat of human kind. 

An ill-hred fellow, with an outward show, 

Affects much pride, although his birth ia low. 

But in society, rude and void of grace. 

By which the virtuous can his origin trace, 

To avocation never beat Ms mind, 

By which the honest doth a living find ; 

Not worth, in right, a aingle groat a year. 

But for H living honest men can shear. 

The gambling table he no doubt resorts, 

And on the folly of the wealthy sports -, 

Men of fortune, but yet of wisdom free. 

There fall a victim to such folks as he ; 
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But the honest shepherd, never led to know, 
But all were equal to their outward show, 
Thought in mankind never was a mock, 
But like himself and the innocent flock. 
What virtuous man with such folks remain. 
And shun society of an innocent swun ? 
The peculator lives in pomp and pride. 
Which his malpractice from the public hide ; 
Nought but their means, but yet all do not know, 
That dazzling grandeur o'er this mansion throws. 
But dare the shepherd at his board intrude. 
He would get kicked if he was half so rude ; 
Such sumptuous fare ne'er to him was known, 
But he would know the fare if all had got their own. 



THE DREAM. 

I THOUGHT a phantom came to me. 

While I lay on my bed, 
And said, " Arise, and come to see 

The region of the dead ! 

" In haste now leave this mortal place. 
That yield thee nought but woe ; 

Come to the place of joy and peace. 
Where happy souls doth go ! ' 
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" Pray, Death, depart, and leave me now,- 

In your looks no bliss I see ! 
But ghastly pale, and full of woe, — 

Depart and let me be ! 

** Pray, Death, depart, I cannot go. 
Though troubles fill my breast ; 

My love for life you do not know, 
Se let me take my reit ! " 
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" Ab I bid adieu to troubtea here, 

And come along with me ; 
To leave this mortHl life don't fear, 

And blissful reborn see. 

" Where beams of joy, of peace and love, 

Doth ceaieleas chamu yield, 
And in the happy region above, 

God's glory will Ihee shield." 

" Ah I transient is my happiness. 

And lasting is my noe. 
So all in life I now possess, 

I resign and with thee go '. 

" May angels' wings now bear my soul, 
From these my -worldly cares, 

Where nought that's evil has control. 
But bliss thee say I will share. 

■' I leave in life what I possess, — 
My friends, my wealth and all ; 

Welcome death, thee are Mend tc 
1 must obey your call ! 

" So bear me trom this couch I Uc, 
To nhere more bliss is given, 

Although it troubles me to die. 
Tenfold are joys in heaven." 

While such transition filled my mind. 

To bliss and happiness soon, 
As joy on earth 1 could not find. 

Such death a happy doom. 

But when I thought on angels' wings 

I journeyed on my way, 
I awoke not on bleued angels' wings, 

But on my bed I lay. 
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ON THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCESS ROYAL, 



HEALTH be [o our Queen Knd thefirat of her bora. 

That OUT joy-htllB proclnimeth Chix day ! 
May they over dnnger attendant be borne, 

Let this niUion in hannoDy pray [ 
This Princess now bom ia the fint fruits of love, j 

Of a Prince and a beloved Queen, 
An event oiduned by the God above. 

Loyal auligecti proclaim through each sceoc. 

This nation may hope for a chosen auccession, 

Of just rulers for ages to come. 
By the British throne being long in possession. 

Of our Queen and her race, as they run. 
The base-minded yet may cherish traductioa. 

As their prey is the seat of renown, 
But our QuEca still merits to share our affection. 

Since first her access to the cronn. 

May concord and peace botb attend her and consort, 
Through the space of their lives that 'a to come, 

And time that wears life may it add to their comfort, 
TiU the course of their age is (uU run 1 

And then maythe Godwhoonhuna them diltinction, 
In heaven make perpetual their joy. 
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THE TRAVELLER. 

far in hope to outstrip care, 
r less I met it every where, 
No spot or portion of the globe I find, 
Free from its rule among tbe human kind ; 
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Even in climes that luxury doth yield 
Fruits and flowers, in gardens, sbrub and fidd ; 
And vrhere the lun doth cast its brightest ray, 
To gliLdden mortals aud mikke nature gay. 
And still amidst these glowing ehanns arounil, 
Each have their ean^i and troubles here I found. 
In frigid dimes that nature easts with gloom, 
And seldom sun doth brighten day at noon, 
To prove that eyes far objects could perceive. 
And that fall vision nature e'er ihem gave ; 
Still God who mode some ports of earth Eublime, 
Has adapted well each creature to its cUme, 
And those who dwell amidst the frigid zone. 
May of life's pleasure make co-shore their own ^ 
The intense cold, and abseaee of bright sun. 
Don't moke life hapless when in it Me begun, 
More than the salubrious clime that is our own 
Where intense cold is never felt or known ; 
But if transition of all cllnies Cook place. 
Then real misery many tribes would trace i 
No stately mansion or scenery of art, 
To plcose the eye or yield charm lo the heart, 
No hills, vales or pluns adorned with pure green, 1 
Or sunny royi to brighten round the scene, 
Nor flowery beds to sweeten with perfume. 
Nor bees that buzs while hovering o'er the bloom ; 
Nonesuch adornments here nature or art bestow. 
But perpetual gloom— perpetual frost and snoi 
Yet Ihe natives deem their sceneries are fine, 
By long inurement, being their native clime. 
How ran these tribes unsightliness here espy. 
In as much beauty as ever reached their eye. 
Or can they feel the rigour of thdr own, 
If serener cUmes were never to them known ? 
Or can they mourn the absence of bright sun 
They never saw since finit their lives begun ! 
No, nor sweet flowers or bees that buM o'er bloon 
Their nature to conaepHon never yet gave room, 
b2 
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That in other climes verc greater bcftulies known, 
Than ever graced the regioas of their onu; 
Therefore enjojiuenta there can find their way. 
As well BB here, where nature Is more gay ; 
So in the regions near the northern pole, 
Passions can rule and pleasure have coatrol ; 
Nor axe their 'hamlets clouded with dismsy. 
By not being lighted with clear light of day ; 
But if a native of our temperate clime 
Here found his way, life scarce would give him time 
To quit the regioni of the frigid zone. 
And voyage homeward to Ws native home. 
Fierce are their regions, — a wilderness unknown. 
Unless to those that birth made it their own ; 
TVild and romantic, in nature unrefiucd, 
Still social bonds in tribes the natives bind. 
And band in hand united fiercely they go. 
To crush the efforts of their daring foe, 
Or seek for plunder and other tribes to slay, 

That dare intrude upon their desert way ; 

Their's fierce warfare, — our's is much die 

Against our foes more meekness we ca 

Though long I sought a many regions' 

No spot to me as happy as my home ; 

Yet oft a tear prevails and spirits fall, 

When viewing the ihnie of human bliss so small 

I sought in vain amongst regions to find, 

A spot free Irom care, to happiness consigned ; 

And though through mauy wanderings yet 1 go, 

None can me guide, still all pretend tu know. 

The frost-bred native of the frigid zone, 

Boldly proclaims the happiest spot his own ; 

He extols theproduct of his frozen sea. 

The finny shoals that yield him food each day ; 

His hunting toils, hii triumph in the chase, 

And long dark nights of revelry and ease. 

The naked sav^;e panting at the line. 

Aduiiiea the sun that fervently dath shine. 
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Buks in the ginrc ib radiancy to ihare, 
And BO diapelleth poignancy of care ; 
And of no region's hnppinesi can boBst, 
Bui nhere liis birth led hin endcornittnt moH ; 

That nature to other climes more charms gave, 
Than to tbat by fate onlained to be his own, 
And gave hint wrth, to be his native home. 
Can he, inured to arid tracks, espy, 
There nature's product ungenialto his eye ? 
The Afncan tribes wIlo rhiefly live on prty, 
Exult to plunder, though they plundered mny 
or sandy deserts and wild ragioni boast, 
And stave kidnapping on then Golden Coast. 
Id ancient times hpre trade and science 'roao. 
But sunk as plunder was becoming gross ; 
Degenerate tribes in rapine since engaged, 
And with chiefs 'rose and bloody wars did wage. 
Then thpit enptivcs to the markets brought. 
Who by vile traders willingly were Iniught. 
Such is the trade here chiefly now has spread, 
As it eipandcd, blood the more was ahed. 
And now alike, the lion and the man. 
To kill and plunder, tbat 's the most they con. 
Egyptians can of fertile valleys boost, 
Though they be slaves like slaves of Golden Coaxij 
Freedom to toil, their oitly freedom known, 
As a Pacha ruler makes commerce his own j 
He is the factor ojiil trader of the land. 
And leaves his subjecti but a fcttcml band; 
Yet though their freedom Ik freedom of a slave, 
They wo3d die or conquer ere their kingdom leavei 
And though their mler leaves no rule their own. 
They would remain ere quit tlieir native home. 
Asia the nursery of tliis world that's nide. 
Me turn to thee, thee ore all nations' pride ; 
Here our first parents void of eurthly care, 
Did heavenly blessing in a garden shore ; 



I 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

Ambrosial tweets were clustered round their bed. 
When oa the flowery nisntled ground they Inid; 
It 's in this Innd the stem of life first ran, 
And in this land earth's bliss and sin begun ; 
Bliss first begfui, and then did sin ensue, 
With un our troables came to last all throi^h. 
It 'i in thu land our Saviour's bluod was shed. 
And 'rose again trium[Jiant from tbe dead. 
Here Grecians fought before the walls of Troy, 
Long ere they could its lofty walls destroy -. 
Here Grecians fought and Trojans them repel. 
Led by false gods Siey fought their battles well. 
Nor could they c«iae, as God unceasing calls, 
Bid them fight brave before l^y's Ic^ walls ; 
On sandy plains then Trojan heroes bled, 
They fought with valour as their gods them led ; 
Nor would they cease till foes their lives destroy. 
Or GiEciaos vanquish and save walls of Troy. 
Here mother of genius her first children led, 
That arts and science through all nations spread i 
Here soil that 's proHfic every luxury yield, 
And wealth's potent arm tbrough its nations wield. 
With all ^nee AdaiB utc from the fat^ tree, 
Prom, wmldty cares her Dottves are not free ; 
Nor is a nation, wherever yit I room. 
Free from cares, but like my native home. 



The first of Eniopetms ever in this land, i 

Was v^anl Columbus and his band ; 

Wlio Aborighics filled with as much surprise. 

As if he fell amidst them from the skies ; 

Nor could they feel more wonder than dismay, 
ing to millions he would lead the way, 
el them and colonize their land, 
:e their freedom like a rebel band, 
is wonder, united with dismay, 

who crnelly them did slay. 
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Anil forced them all [heir trensure to rdign, 
Or to tbeii foes their lives and wealth consi^. 
Then eipanuve foregU stood all o'er its tpace. 
That natives only up till tlien did trace. 
And not suTpriaed by an outlandish foe. 
Ere Columbus did first land-seeking go, 
llieir gold and jeweb. and oil that land tbeir own, I 
Till Columhtu to Europeans made it known, 
Who sent there power their power to overUinlw, 
And mark their freedom with tbp brand of woe. 
Sooa were axes !d their regions rung, 
To cut the forests power alone had won ; 
And tribes were banished from their native home. 
Who sought for safety in some parts unknown ; 
Even birils and bcoats wandered Tar astray, 
To shun the forests that were giving way 
To eultured farms that doth now abound, 
That wide vast region Columbus had fonnil. 
Ere Araericans to Em'opcans were known. 
Their flinty knives cut well, and axes hewn 
The bulky trees that in their forests grew, — 
They with flint axes cut them through and through : 
Their boats they built with their sharp flinten lools,^ 
Could Europeans think Americans were fools ? 
Their works unaided by the ute of steel, 
Were yet wrought well, its want they did not feel ; 
The use of iron then to them unknown, 
Yet nought they wanted if but left their own ; 
For what tiiey knew not, could they feel desire. 
Or could rude nature lead them to admire ' 

What in life they hod not, could not view,— 
Their pleosuce led to what they saw and knew ; 
No point ihcy used to pourtray human kind, 
As nature's tints they with much art combined ; 
What could outvie the pertectnees of hue. 
Since nature only djed their portraits through ? 
The flocks that winged their passage 'nealh the skjJ 
Were all the tints the artist to supply j 
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As iTom thesE RTEaturei the artist colouti dreVi 

With nature's tints he mode his portnuti true. 

Their infaom ^nius imtesif d, unrefined. 

As emulation never awaked their minds ; 

Free from HDhition, loved not to eicel, 

But when requisite their genius did prove weD 

In works of art both peculiar and unknown, 

But to themselves in a land unsouj;ht their 

Until instinct or > supernatural guide 

Led Columbus across the ocean wide, 

Who brought a few to coloniEe the land, 

Then sought by none but him and valiant b 

Known to none hut natives, him and crew. 

When from her shore liis bark he first withdrew, 

To liBsten bark to Ellen, Queen of Spun, 

With joyous tidings of bis voyage' gain, 

As tenfold more the treasure he found out. 

Than her jewels pledged to defray his route : 

A welcome guest he was at his return. 

But jealous Toes soon gave liim cnuse to mourn ; 

Who mode his monarch believe he did deceive, 

By using power beyond what he him gave : 

Incarceration then he suffered long, 

Although Bctnisers did accuse him wrong ; 

When that was proved, his liberty he found 

And far more conquests to cross the ocean bound : 

But what he got did badly hiro accord, 

Aa his true valour never met reward. 

King Henry would not eouotcnancc his coll, 

Hot was a man among the moiiarchs all 

That wouhJ empioy him for the enterprise, — 

They tliought it folly ere it proved so wise -, 

But when they found the land he sought was there. 

Each with despatch sent tlien to have a share ; 

No iiniadiHe these roloiiisls had found, 

*ki each potentate wished to rule most grauni' 
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Each U9«d might to bring all 'neatli his ml , 
Each aaugbt conquesta, — to coloaiats 'tnucnic^ 
And wontonlj' did civil narx extend. 
And acttlen fled tike chaff before the wic 
Or Etoad and fought, their rights yet to e 
Though many martyrs in the battle slain, 
llieiT means exhausted, grass dyed with ibeii goie. 
Still nutther natioiu would to make loss more, 
By levying imjiosts on their lives' support, 
Rather thui pay to war they did resort. 
And by these means some independence gaiaed, 
And many states ruled non at their command. 
Though independence some for blood procure, 
No soul they can from worldly strife secure ; 
Nor is a land to earthly raortala known. 
That its natives can make happiness their own i 
It comes with time, asd time takes it away, 
No gold or irealth that can compel its stay ; 
But the great dispenser of happiness and rare. 
Sends to mankiDd a portion every where. 



THE DECA'i'ED FLOWER, 
FLOWER, past bloom, now drooping is yout hea 
Your tints are faded and your charms fled. 
Gone is the time when your bud aipp'd the dew, 
That softly fell and gave yoa brigbtest hue ; 
The fanning breeze your beauty did disclose. 
And on its wings a fragrance with it 'rose. 
That led the bee to you, exhausted flower. 
When you grew gaily in this shady bower ; 
Gone are your charms, loathtome now to view, 
Sunk in the bed from which to bloom you grew ; 
Sou^t tkow by none, deserted by the bee. 
That o'er your bloom didbuziuig proudly See; 
Yet in yon flower kind nature hail its way, 
Aa in your bloom so toog you could not sta.y ; 
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If plupked in youth to grace a profene breast, J 

You could not stay in nature here to rest, 

But iirematiirelv by tt lorer's breath 

Be |)(il1iited Bii<! blasted unto death, 

Then most profanely crushed and caat awajr, 

And nt some bosom suffered not to ataj. 

And no reward for all your aervica past, 

But to the ground sivrorthlesB cruelly cast. 

There then to sink into the kindred earth 

That you adamed, but first gave you birth. 

t saw you in bloom, 1 see yoa faded now, 

Alas ! (he change brings sorrow to my brow i ' 

As lovely woman meets an equal change, 

Your tranuent beauty seems to me not strange.^ 



THE CONVICT'S LETTER TO HIS WIFl 

ALAS ! time has borne away, 
The days that gave pleasure to me. 

Though others look bhtheaame end gay, 
Nought now left but sadness for me. 

The thoughts are afBicting my mind, 
That moments approaches my doom, 

No respite tram death I can find, 
To part, love, we must veiysoon. 

Tlii" world has proved but unkind, 
Its allurements have led me astray, 

1 knew not, but like the man blind. 
The danger that lay in my way. 

1 would grieve not this world to leave, 
Were not for my parting with Ihee, 

For thee, love, may God my life save. 
And from thii sad dimgeou me free. 
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Too late, love, my doom is drawing nigh, 

I Chink not on death or be free, 
For this life I would cease now to agh. 

But to part — it ii parting with thee. 

When death from jour presence me tear, 
And in life you Uien cease me to see, 

Ah ! do hut proQoimce then a prayer, 
To heaveo that my aoul may be free. 



To think on me, dear, I pray cea«e. 
But think on the God that 's above, 

Pray to Him to extend you His grace. 
And [each you His precepts to love. 

Though soon yoo from life must depart. 
Repentance may sooner you free, 

If you die with his love in your heart, 
Tour aoul to life tasting may flee. 

As the body is nought but of clay. 
To pleasure and evil it 's prone, 

With no light it is liable to stray, 
And no nill but what 's evil its own. 

So pray to your God that 's above. 

His aid, though now late, you will And, 

Though in life through daiknesi you rove, 
At death the true l^ht you sbidl find. 

Though death is our fate in this life, 

And Gendish guides lead us astray. 
It 'a God gives resources most rife, 

His merey will teach ui the way. 
Vet though on the scaffold you die. 

Ignominious for mortals to see. 
Repent, m your destiny is nigh. 

And God yout sad soul might yet free. 
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Dearest husband, I grieve for your sUte, 
But power does not tarry iritb me, 

Or the laws of the land I would defeat. 
To aet you once more to me free. 

Though now you are destined to die, 
The laws of the land cause it so, 

Yet pray to the God that 's on high, 
Whose power can extinguish your woe. 



THE SEAMAN'S SONG. 
THE roaring billows dashing round, 

And cloui£ by etorms driven. 
Let UB be dauntiess, we are bound 

To share what fate has given ; 
No surge or spray can mark our way, 

Or yet those billows riiing. 
Our compasa guides our ship at sea, 

And swelling saiU ber driving. 
This limb of Britua'a wooden walls, 

A bar to foes on oceans, 
Can she lie still when duty ealli. 

And seamen void of motion ? 
No, no, while valoar fills our breast, 

And loyal hearts inclines us, 
We '1! meet oU danger, do our best, 

For warfare fate destines us. 

For ^es past, her wooden walls, 
Britannia's coasts protected, 

As now that dut; on us falls. 
No honour to neglect it : 

1 prove we 're brave, 
Like men who fought before ui 

And tiU the deep sea be our grave. 



Let oui actions prove we 're brave, I 
Like men who fought before us, 
I And tiU the deep sea be our grave. 

■ Not mOw toe» cfimb o'er us. i 
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VERSES TO A COQUETTE. 
'WHO can divine from looks of thine, 

That you love or deceive me ? 
Their dazzling rays upon me shine. 

Still in suspense you leave me. 
There are many more u well as I, 

Favoured by your glances ; 
"We all in doubt, and for you sigh, 

Sunk in b maze of chances. 
Who is the happy man you '11 choose. 

Of all that cluster round you ? — 
Lett to propose nould l»e no use, 

I '11 leave you where I found you. 



I TlaK 



THE MAJCINER. 
THE mariner's pleuure 



wurce of bis glory is stemmiog the sea; 
What mammon may store, 
The sesman on ahore 
Doth prize not, but spends it, or casts it aifay. 

When clouds rent by storm. 

He is free of alarm, 
Wbat ship and sails furl, afflicts not his mind, 

By surge and waves dashing. 

When ship's deeka are washin;, 
At hif post you '11 unflinching the mariner bnd. 

If he is in battle, 

The weapaDs there rattle, 
His thoughts are on nought but to vanquish his foes; 

He is valiant in danger, 

Lin no land a stranger, 
filrti with the girli whoeret he goes. 



VERSES TO A FRAIL LADY. 

YOU fairest Rj'Oiph that ever tread 

Upon the London pave, 
For more charms over you ap^adr 

ThuL nature ever thee gave. 

lou sublime nympli in ladiant t)caQty. 

Mercenary as yon are. 
Some gallant men, transgrtsiing dnty, 

Pleasore'i boun sboll with tbee iibiu«. 

[ pity you, yet not de9|U9e yon. 
Though your course I don't admire. 

Yet gome pedanta may admiie you. 
Till their love dolb catch tbe fire. 

If a villain first oisled yoo. 

To this your path, from virtue's iray. 
May vice and scandal qiuckly leave you. 

And vitii the doDor rest and stay ! 




A PARODY ON KATE KEARNEY. 

" WHEnETrereyou walking this motning^ 
I ivai taking a stroll in the arbour, 

Where Bowrets in bloom. 

The air did perfume. 
And foUage was green in the arbour. 

There I lay myself down then reclining. 
To muse on iti beauty combining, 

And the birds did impart 

Thrilling joy to my heart, 
Wliile 1 lay neu a brook in the atboui. 
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With trungports I fell in a alumlicr. 
Though birda Bang aiound me in number, 

Till ft voice reached mj ear, 

" O why are you here, 
Sleeping olDne in the arbour }" 

At the sound I avoke ttoat my slumber ; 
Who spoke jet I could not discover ; 

I thought it a dream, 

That enchanted my brata, 
While I lay all alone ia the arbour. 

But soon my mistake I diseovcred, 
"T iras a f^ maid hid under (he covert, 
To me she approciehed. 
Saying, '■ Sir, how you dozed, 
When I uid, yon are alone Sn the arbour." 



With amazement I then did npprouch her, 
Saying, " Are you the beauty Pandora, 

Though long disanpeared. 

Come wandering here. 
Like me all alone in this arbour ?" 

She answered, " Kind Sir, you 're mistaken, 
1 am not that beauty so ancient, 
I am a maid of liiteen. 



That's takiog a 



vr of this arbour." 



" Then ore you the lovely Kslc Kearney, 
That lives near the Lake of Killarney ;" 

" O that is my name. 

My abode is the same, 
I came &om that place to this arbour." 
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FRIENDS MEETING. 

ONCE, friends, far apart, now together we meet, 

Let mirth through this circle abound, 
And no time be lost as time passes so fleet, 

But each pass a full bumper round. 
Ah ! seldom we meet, let a moment not pass 

In dullness, as soon we must part, 
But each with pleasure to the bnm fill his glass, 

With health to all friends ere we part. 

But each with pleasure, &c. 

And would that the friends who are still far away 

Could share in my happiness now ! 
Ah ! time very short for such happiness stays. 

But troubles that fled from my brow. 
Were my time as happy as these moments now. 

All days of my life that remain, 
The troubles so rife that now fled from my brow, 

Same dwelling could never regain. 

The troubles so rife, &c. 

The bliss we share now may it never be less, 

That tranquil we pass through this life ; 
Here is health to the maids whom virtue possess. 

And also each kind loving wife ! 
We 'U now, friends, be merry and banish dull care. 

As seldom in life that we meet ; 
Each quick fill his glass as no time is to spare. 

And hours of such rapture are fleet. 

Each quick fiU your glass, &c. 
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THE HERMIT. 

THRoncn Blbick and shady wood one day I mode my vay, 
No path was here by huoiEin tread, and aooii I went astray, 
1 wound my way Ihrough its moEca, no outlet I eould find, 
And lost all hopes to gain my way, which confiued my mind, 
Till an opening met my view, seldom a traveller Mea, 
That led to a little plain surrounded all by trees ; 
I viewed around the little plain that to me pleasure gave. 
And saw a man weeping; o'er what seemed to be a grave ; 
He knelt o'er the grave in devout and ardent prayer, 
The mourner seemed youthful, though an antique vest did 

His dishevetl'd liajr o'enp*ovra upon his shoulders hung. 
Absorbed in grief and piety, while birds all round him 

sung; 
His eyes were set on a pictnre at the tomb-head placed, 
He knell awhile, then up he stood, and round it quickly 

Alternately I gazed on him and the ambient shade, 
I wished to learn what sad event him so hapless made ; 
1 moved dose to where he wai, though yet by him unieen. 
As his eyes were set unceasing on the mournful scene. 
■' Alvira V with a hollow voice, he repeated then aloud, — 
His plaintive voice rent my breast, and cast o'er the scene 

With u 



Then approached tmd ibook my band, yet iripcd away hi;* 

teurs, 
Saying, " You first broke my solitude while here for many 

I am a hermit of this grove, where none homaii dwells but 



Come, t will guide you on thu «ay, ny grotto there jou 
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•ived at the liermit'a cell, 
jverhung the forest's ^oomy 

A deep hollow in the cock, that formed the hcirait's cave, 
And no hand of man since time began ever it lieaut; gave ; 
la two apartmenta was the cave, and no tHimituTe there 

Bat a table of niainve stone and a dingy bed of stian ; 
No choir or stool to ait upon but the rock's massy shelf, 
As none for years did there intrude but tlie liermit 's only self. 
Not like rude natorc the hennit was, but polished and 

refined. 
And the eell he did inbaMt with wonder Gll'd my mind. 
I saiil. " Why do thee tarry here, secluded from mnnkitid, 
As in this dismal solitude no hapirinra.i you can lind ?" 
He said, " Kind Sir, to the world's pleasure I long since 

bade adieu, 
Ami na long not sptrfte to mankind until I did with you. 
1 once enjoyed gaiety, hot slmll for life no more, 
Since fate has caused my bosom friend be from me ever 

Some years ago gay life I led, with fortune at command. 
But ere long my loss by gambling brought on it fresh de- 

Lcd by a noble villlun who sought Alvtra's hand, — 
Whose loss had brought me here, whose love I could 

command ; 
Her the first emotion caused in my troubled breoat. 
And in this gloomy solitude I only now con rest, 
^lien first 1 saw AJvira, my bosom sweU'd with glow, 
How to obtain the lovely maid I felt a loss to know ; 
She was the only daughter of a nobleman of mnk, 
But for his abortive concesuon I have not need to thonk j 
I sought her in solitude, and obtained an interview, 
Auil for long our private meetings no other mortal knew ; 
We eicbanged vows of constancy, and never did them 

^utt ^i"« I B, falae con£dant did Aivuu from me lake. 







her noble parent, ah I we» uU in vain. 
And vrith broken fortune his consent I could never gain ; 
But still our vowa viere iioly. and muCuuUy were given. 
And could not be broken but by a decree of beaven[ 
I resolved to obtain liiy love by Btratagem or strife, 
Ere forced by her parent to be a wealthier peraon's wife. 
I conferr'd on the subject, and she willingly agreed. 
To abscond from her father's to facilitiile our marriage ; 
Thouc:h I deemed my confidant n true and trusty friend. 
He proved on trial t]>e reverse — as bud aa any fiend ; 
I disclosed him the secret of our resolntion niade, 
Although bis addresses he previously her paid, 
But were then rejected by the dear andvumning niaidi 
Who voned most solemiily to love no man but me. 
Which Don keep me in solitude &odi all but anguish free ; 
My confidant detenmned to have Alviru still, 
And have her by strotagein, as he eoidd not with her will ; 
He bribed her father's butler our secret to betray, 
And assist him in his project to take Alvira anay ; 
Then dissembled me vrith assurance that he was my friend. 
And in case of emergency Ms utmost aid noiJd lend, 
In my adventure to take Alvira away. 
And said. "When you enter the mansion outside I nill 

Alas! IpreviouslotdhimlhcdoorHitendedformj ingress, 
Being nearest her aparCmenC, to make difficulty less ; 
The bribed butler tu his master a disclosure mode, 
Of my plan to have Alvira, the dear and charming maid, 
And also the door pre-intended for my ingress. 
Which alas [ was the forerunaer of what I could not guess. 
Her father now prepared to countetaet my plan, 
And waited at my entrance with his conniving man ; 
As soon as I entered, like a felon 1 was caught, 
And lay fuchlcs^ confidant an opportunity got 
To enter at another door and wik Alvira away, 
By sayin; he was my friend, and at my carriage I did stay. 
I The dear deluded girl treuibling then did port, 
i Am fear and love fluttered her undiMembliug heart ; 
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He led her to the carriage, and then he drove away ; 
Ah ! when I were ia custody the knave had got his way ; 
But my faithful AlvJra would never be hia wife, 
Nor yield to his entrcatiea— would sooner lose her hfe, 
When finding she waa constant, and his counsel would nal 



e her life's destroyer than her solenui 



take. 
But would rather b 

vow to break, 

Revenge now filled his vile and lustTul breast, ^ 

And resolved her peace for her future life to blnst, ■ 
By robbing her of what was much more lliau life, ^ 
As fidelity forbade her yield und he his wife ; 
Her invincible will to his desire not prone. 
He determined by force to make the fair his ovm. 
But she her virtue valued much more than life, — 
How could she yield who refiiaed to be bis wife? 
When finding her power too weak to resist his wilTr J 
As the villain her rdn proceeded to fulfil, ^ 

She resolved for life pure virtue to command, J 

And stabb'd her breast, then died by her own hand. ' 
Whilst dear Alvira was struggling with the knave, 
Her father consent to me he freely gave, 
To become her husband wherever I could her find, — 
Ah ! to find her in death with sorrow fill'd my mind ; 
When finding my love a martyr to my cause. 
On the world's gay life how could I Oiink or pause? 
But my future days to solitude here retire, 
Since fate grants not true lovers most desire; 
On this little plain a monument I have 'rose, 
And here dear Alvira's peaceful bones repose; 
To wBlch o'er them will be my future care, 
And for peace to her soul here ofier my daily prayer. 
At night to my grotto, when lonely I retire, 
I muse on her still and trim my eveniug fire, 
Till sleep weighs down my head, then eyelids close. 
And on my stone pillow I take my night's reiiose. 
No sumptuous dlshcB to my tabic brought. 
Mow to such dttiaties I never yield a thought ; 
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My food is what tbia fruitful wood suppUei. 

My drink from the ipring Chat near my grotto ri 

No cup, gUsa or goblet t«ein it to my lip, 

But its SBody buio, that replenish while I sip ; 

No goreeous hall ni^in my grotto door, 

No Turkey carpet on a pohihed floor. 

No silken curtains its windows to adorn, 

No guest but the lapwing at night, noou or mom ; 

Here suits me well, and here for life I will be, 

As few more happy in this solitude I can see, 

But the birds that warble in the thidtet shades, 

Until the wintry breeze the foliage fades. 

Then birds will cease, and storm succeed the sound. 

That gives joy's harmony to the scene orounJ, 

Methought that happiness was never made to last, 

Which yield me content on thinking of the past ; 

Though I see the birds both happy and forlorn, 

I for past joys yet cannot cease to mourn ; 

These fledged flacks sing, and sprightly flirt ii 

And in sunuy season lovingly they pair ; 

The skipping lambkins, trampling vernal flowers. 

Each feel pleasure, — each spend happy hours ; 

But still with all, each in life's suffering share, 

Vhen piercing frost comes chill and nips their fate. 

But a fiiead lies here, a martyr to i 

On her I muse and cannot cease to . 

Who in life bore virtue, constancy and fame. 

With celestial grace, Alvira is her name ; 

May Heaven, from whence she derived abundant 51 

Keep her departed soul in joy and lasting peace : 

Though her hones here moulder I shall &em adore, 

And seek for pleasure I shall never more ; 

So friend depart, and leave me here alone, 

And none shall witness where I pray and moi 

But the God of pity, righieouiness and love, 

And the birds that sing when foliage vests the 

" Yes, I will depart, as here I would not stay, 

Td the world 1 left I scarcely know oiy way ; 
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This wood, extensive, thick, and patUess round, 
I irandered through, until this space I found ; 
No hopes hod I to meet a mortal here, — 
I saw thee at prayers, which gave my niirit cheer, 
Unhke the evil whose violence I need fear ; 
I saw thee weep, and what had caused thee grief, 
I wislied to know if thee needed my relief; 
But 1 find your will is here for life to stay. 
Apart from pleasure, and o'er Alvira pray, 
None to console and sooth your trouhled hreast, 
While you grieve for her who now in glory restg; 
Spend not your life retired, to grieve in vain. 
And not restore to thee Alvira again ; 
For her loss grieve not, be happy and content. 
Take joy for grief whenever ta you it's seuti 
So depart with me from this solitude evermore, 
And life enjoy as thee had done before ; 
Cast in oblivion what has caused thee grief. 
And quit this place more adapted for a thief; 
Take joy in life, aa youthful thee are •till ; 
I am your Iriend. pray let me guide your will." 
" Friend, had you felt the pangs of bitter woe, 
My love for solitude you would better know. 
And that retirement would afford more ease, 
Than what the happy can the better please ; 
Then you would say, when smiting faces pass, 
Ah ! Uiey are happy, but 1 am not, alas 1 
Here lies the maid who blooming life destroyed, 
And by a villain could not be decayed ; 
To break her vow of pure constancy to me, 
Ah I hei« she lies, and here for life 1 will be. 
The dew descending on the mottled field, 
Refrcsheth flonen, and purer liagraace yield ; 
The soft tinted blossoms on this Siady bower. 
Doth fresher grow by heaven's descending shower. 
To gladden hearts when vision them perceive. 
More vivid the joy Alvira once me gave ', 
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More pure her tove than nil these bloGsotas louod, 

Tbet adoms this grave, likewise its verdaat gcound ; 

True to me, and ihe mighty God of heBTCn, 

By whom true love wa! to her boeom given ; 

The love 1 feci for henrho n no more, 

Dwell!* in my heart, and mingles with ita gore ; 

While vital power doth make that current flow, 

I will love the maid who in this grave Ilea loWi 

Tia VMD, my friend, 10 waste with me yonr tame. 

Your love society, — Bolitude is mine ; 

Take with thee froit, part of my humble ttxe, 

If I had better with you 1 would freely share ; 

Tour way is winding, difficult and alow, 

I wish thee safe, and pray let no one know 

That I dwell here amidst this extensive grove. 

Lest the cmioua visit me and Alvim's grave." 

" Where you reside your friend's death to bewail. 

No human being to whom I will reveal i 

If life permit I will visit thee once more, 

Id one year hence, if not, idj friend, before." 

I took my leave, and \ett the hermit's cell, 

My word was pledged Che secret not to telL 

Now. at return, my former path I lost, 

And to gain my way aH sanguine hopes were past ; 

The wood now patUess. the same it was before, 

I marked my path to guide me there once more ; 

As thick were bramblei interwoven in my way, 

I feared for life among them I should stay. 

The wood being thick, and o'er my head was closed, 

And night's gloom cast, I 'neath the shade reposed; 

But when moming light glimnicred on my bead, 

I resumed my runble beneath the thicket shade ; 

Wliich way was right I knew not, could not find, 

Though travell'd far which much perplexed toy mind: 

To gain the border slow and far 1 strolVd, 

With unssnguine hope this tate ever to unfold 

Ah ! the forest's border yet I could not gain. 

Though long ete]>Kd since I left the bermil' 
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But to my amazement, greater than before, 

I reached the uuaoughl-for hermitRge once more ; 

The hermit saw me re-enter his Utile plain. 

And exclumed, confused, "Too soon thee come again 1" 

" Friend," I replied, " astray I return to thee. 

Last night I slept beneath the forest's tree, 

With the sphere above rae shaded from my view. 

To what point I travell'd I neither saw nor Icnew ; 

And unperceived I nound my course this nay, 

Now here I am in a dilemma— quite astray." 

" My friend," said the hermit, " to you I will disclose. 

What will DOdouhtyour confiised mind compose; 

Now, H9 before, strict secrecy I pray thee keep. 

Lest the curious ray grotto here would seek ; 

I marked my nay when Gist to here I came. 

Though long ago still it must bear the same. 

Indented deep on each successive tree, 

It will guide your way where I will point to thee." 

With the hermit's guidance 1 left for home once more. 

And not now astray as 1 had gone before ; 

But ere the eve had cast its shade around. 

The land I sought for clear of woods I found i 

1 felt concern for the hermit's dismal slate. 

And for this tale being bound not to relate 

To friends who grieved since first he disappeared i 

Ah ! would such tidings troubled minds have cheered i 

But my promise made, how could I have disclosed, 

Without a breach of the Crust in me reposed? 

When the time arrived my promise to fulfil, 

I wished to know was the hennil living still, 

Or yet disposed the desert scene to leave. 

And not spend his life beside Alvira's grave ; 

Through the fonst once more I took my way. 

The trees bore narki, I could not go astray i 

I saw the grave o'er which the hermit prayed. 

As he not there I sought to where he strayed ; 

All o'er the scene no trace of him 1 found, 

Then to hi> grotto with haaty steps 1 noutid, 
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There him I saw lying on hia lonely bed 
Of moss &om the iroad, stiff, frozen, pale und dead 
Here lay the man who of worldly pomp nnd youth 
Made a uirriSce to cDnsUmcy and truth ; 
Where his beloved lay mouldering in the grave, 
No worldly object eould induce him leave ; 
But abdicate its pomp and pleasures all, 
And beneath its splendour voluntarily fall ; 
Noi was his vow to fumed Alvira broken. 
Who by her deatli gave him so bright a token. 
Few are in life who true constancy retain, 
Like famed Alvim and her devoted awain ; 
As the gallant man now lies in death's repose. 
I am no longer bound this tale not to disclose ; 
Though much grief and wonder it will now renew. 
Amongst his many fnends to whom he bid adieu ; 
When poignant grief assailed his feeling breast. 
And with the happy he then could find no rest. 
Then here he brought the maid who broke his peace, 
Where few of the happy could his footsteps ' 
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Ah 1 heaven forbid that I should e'er them part, 
Vt'ho tovci) eBch other till death cut feelmga short ; 
Though he aiuriveil he ne'er tran^ess'd his vow. 
And in her grave I pmj thee place him non ; 
Infer his feelings when he naa in life. — 
tie loved Alvira, and chose her for his wife ; 
Nor could he ehoiwe more worthy of hii care 
And love than her whom death did from him lew." 
No dissent expressed to nbat bis fatlier laid, 
And whea the last tribute was to his remains paid, 
Then consigned him to his fair Alvira's grave, 
And bis will fulfiU'd, never his iove to leave. 
Beneath the tomb now lies his body to rest, 
I'hat with bended knees he oft in anguish preit ; 
As there her lav who gave him minh and joy. 
Ere taitb for him caused her her life destroy. 
Can a villain destroy the bond of social love, 
I'hough it be sanetioned by the mighty God above i 
a 1 but to death his acta may oft conduce. 
Though life may part, that rannot love reduce; 
Ak Willi the soul, to heaven it doth ascend, 
Where evil inftuenca cannot for ever extend, 
Therein hallowed, never to lose its futh, 
By the m^hty God who descend it to the earth. 
So now together are the once tiapless pair, 
Who loved each other, but death apart did tear ; 
No more to part, no more true bliss to leave. 
Far from the reach of a peace^destroying knave. 



THE WISE DOG, " NED." 
A DoQ one day had left its home, 

No doubt its state to better, 
W'hile on the tramp it went oloue, 

1 1 met by chance a hatter ; 
This brute sagacious, like a cur. 

No doubt could scent a hare. 
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Il foUovicd to the factory gate. 

And for admtssion tvaited. 
Yet though by words it coiUd nat state, 

Its irrtnti by looks it stated ; 
But when a youthful hatter come, 

And to thu brute had spoke, 
Though it a Mranger here by name, 

It sought hia Mendly stroke. 

And from that time Its visits ue 

Repeated here each day. 
And by good luck it now can share, 

lu hatters' food and play; 
Still seeks its bed etch night at home, 

Though here his daily bread, 
Yet as hia name was here unknown. 

He was re-chmtened " Ned." 

What inser step a Eage could take. 

In any where you roam. 
Where fortune scant not to forsake, 

Still seek a better home ? 
And if no home had met the view, 

With eatables to do, 
'T was wise to keep both old and new. 

And fare between the two. 

Such is the wisdom shown by Ned,— 

A sage as well as brute, 
Now at two homes he is well fed, — 

Is not his projMt 'cute ? 
And if one master does him slight. 

He can his presence shun, 
And from another get a bite. 

Where absence welcome won. 
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Now, Ned a welcome meeU, no doubt. 

At either home he be, — 
Here he can play uid trisk about, 

Still get his rations tree -, 
And at hii fint and other home, 

At night can have a bed, 
And Ned can room from home to home. 

Until the brute is dead. 



THE ECLIPSED LOVER. 

IT happened one Sunday in May, 

The eclipse I wished to espy, 
Though glDoroy and dull was the day, 

A fair maid attracted niy eye, 

1 thought her the planet call'd Venus, 
As in darkness her eyes shone so bright, 

But she was not, or renowned jVgeria, 
Though a Eair maid whose beauty gave light 

Her black shining tresses most graceful, 
Oq her (ihouldcrs down waving did flow, 

Down her cherry cheeks braided most tasteful. 
And her skin much whiter than snow. 

1 viewed her with much admiration. 
How to obtain her 1 could not divine. 

From her view I could not change my station — 
And would that the feir one was mine I 

The sun it was dark and quite gloomy, 
.^nd hers was the lustre that shone ; 

My sense and tay spirit grew gloomy, 
Not knowing how to moke her my own. 
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My eyes were tciipHed by the luilre, 
That Bprung from her sniDTaus eye. 

Fear and love caused my heart flutter, 
Aa 1 thought her descent from the sky. 

I resolved oa addreseiag the fair one, 
But it failed dig then courage to find, 

My 'nt and my courage forsook me, 

Since her thoughts &nt took place in m; mi: 

The fair from my view did soon vanish, 
Like a star in the bright rays of sun. 

My emodon no doubt £d her banish, 
\('hen Bhe knev that my beart she had von 

As lost to my vten was the fur maid, 
In darkness I paced my way home, 

On my couch there retired my head lud. 
To muse on the fair maid alone. 

But her charms so puizled my brain. 
That all I could do was to moan, 

With no hope that I e'er could her gain. 
1 mused on my fate here alone. 

At this time did a ttronger Intrude, 
Saying, " Happy to And thee alone, 

Pray, Sir, do not think me too mde, 
When my message to you 1 make known. 

" At yom' breast lies a fair lady's fate, 
Who ftom a window was aolicing you, 

Til) tove-sich she fell from her seat. 
And now. Sir, her life lies with jou." 

Enraptured I tote from my couvh, 
To hasten my love's life to save, 

" While 1 sm vesting, Jack, fetch me a concli. 
1q dancer, uy love. I won't leave." 
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In quick time did the couch then Brrive. 

And drove to the fair maiden's dooi ; 
I iniiuired was my love ^tiU ulive, 

Ere my liBBly Heps ttead on the floor. 

A serwunt then jntvely replied, 
" My young mistress is living still, 

I thought ere this time she would have dieil, 
'T woa the eclipse. Sir, made her quite ill."' 

I linstened my la*e's life to save, 
At my sight the dear fainted with joy, 

If she died, ah 1 what could me save ? 
I am sure my own life I would destroy. 

But when from her slumber she rose, 
I said, " Pray will thee marry me, fair f" 

Sbe blushed like the pure dyed cose. 

Saying, " Yes, and my life you will spare." 



0, DO NOT FEAR. 

0, DO not fear that 1 11 deceive thee. 
Such evil dwells not in my breast ; 

Cruel is the roan that could deceive thee. 
And in his bosom harbour rest. 

To frown on smiles so bright and gentle. 
Nature forbids such wont of grace. 

And softening words so guileless simple, 
Without thee hearts can find no peace. 

^^~hat human heart that's void of motion, 
niieo glowing channs meet the view > 

Love's tide is swelling like the ocean, 
Within my breast, for none but you. 
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Your fealureg here tike blooming roseB, 
The lilly and moss-rose fresh with dew, 

And breath as pure as frBgiant daisies, — 
None those chums possess but you. 

With peerleis grace four tieases flowing, 
Your eyes like stars in azure blue, 

niiicli Ht my algid heart glowing, 

And love's tide flowing lor none but you. 

Far from my will, love, to deceive thee, 
Banish sui^h prospects from your view. 

Some vile villain would deceive thee. 
Who admired not grace, or love oe'ei knn^fl 

Some love like foam-bells on the ocean, 
That dies away when scarce in view, 
Llhey rise and vaaiah with its motioD, 
W But mine for life shall last for you. 



MORTAL MAN CANNOT FORETEL. 
HOW am frail mortals pre-coiiceive 

What providence destines for man ? 
Some events past they could perceive, 

That 's all within their span. 
Yet ambition leads to seek for more in vain. 
To eicel in wisdom, and yet much merit gain. 
What '» not revealed, and cherubs never knew. 
No mortal man can draw within his view ; 
Yet false prophets oftea doth proceed, 
As on weak minds their prospects they doth feed) 
And seldom foil to find out many dupes. 
Who think their tales consist of heavenly truth! j 
With art they lead credulous bangs to thi)ik, 
That heaven's wisdom is blended witli their link, 
To draw nt pleasure rare knowledge from the sky. 
Of future eventi, ai well ai what 'i passed ' 
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Wise IB Ihe man who kaoni the humaa mind. 
He may be deemed Ihe niseit of mankind, 
But far too vue and good on ewLh to dwdl, 
Is the man to ivhom Ood reveaii hii will. 
The wise man's limits lie within his view,— 

,o limit to his folly Icnew ; 

1 actions of his life are wise, 
And admits not errors, counsel he despise, 
Lilte a iwine that its driver could not lend, 
Though a blow was pending o'er its obsdnate head. 
And in sun-beat would wallow in the mire, 
But in fresh water never fdt desire. 
The wise man cautious in his steps thraugb life, 
Bej-ond his limits will ne'er attempt by strife. 
So avoids repulses smoothly on he goes, 
And against a rock will never drive his toes. 
The rich man's wisdom all times shines mORt bright. 
But his that 's poor, seldom it comes to light. 
Yet content with wrong when justice can't obtain, 
And takes no step hut what be can maintain. 
True wisdom is to know our limits well, 
Not think we can divine secrets tell, 
So sure we do delusion sways the mind, 
Which may be deemed the frailty of mankind ; 
One mBa's deludon leads a host astray. 
When ineipeneoced and doubtful of ^eir way, 
And choose him guide who does not fear or doubt. 
And oft too late they find their error out ; 
By such means some men become wise, 
And for their wisdom pay an ample price. 
Indelible is the wit that's dearly bought. 
Though the reverse it is when gmtis taught. 
Rogues are cunning, still they are not wise,- 
They study it to gull intellect and eyes ; 
A fiendish spirit in the breast preside, 
That yields them art tJieir knavery to hide j 
They by that means an object can attain, 
In dispite of justice for awhile they gain; 
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But (he eye of God is watchful o'er each head, 

And on such works his awful wraih doth shed, 

And justice then ascendimcy can gain. 

To transmute their work into ft binding chwa 

For them to wear, resistance is in vain ; 

Too late they feel what circumvention gainn. 

Of all beings who caithl; happiness cuise, 

Columniatora are bf far the worse. 

They rob the innocent, yet no treasure gain, 

And feel not happy but by others' pain. 

The thief will steal to make his treasure more. 

Or supply the wants he could not do before ; 

The robber robs, and with the like intent. 

Bat the slanderer is on much more evil bent. 



I Inr onth 



IITATION WHILE ON A BEACH, 
AT SUNSETTING. 



h while the sun is departing', I 

And gilding the billows and spray as they rise. 
Still as dim grows its gleams o'er tlie horizon starting, 

The gloom from the east in approach swiftly flies. 
And deep grows the hue of the sea still in motion. 

With all other scenes in this world that I view. 
Since the sun that shed glow o'er land and this ocean, 

The last of its gleams ^m my vision withdrew. 

Wild birds to their coverts are quickly repairing, 

Postponing their Ume to be flirting in air, 
TerresOial lights here are by mortals preparing, 

While in the celestial the antipodes share ; 
The waves still are rolling and spray is yet foaming. 

Although from my viiuon they now disappear; 
But fate that has wrapp'd them is all things controlling, 
I And bringing thdi sotiad 'mid the gloom to my ear. . 



StnrUsa is the ikj and no glimmer descenillngi 

To ligbt back m; vay from thii beach to my hatnc, 
But faculties atill die great ruler is lending, 

TliBt gives me a will though in darkness to roam ; 
I will Dot sit here till the light doth return, 

Nor will I yet mourn for ita absence so long, 
As gloura brought by time was by time often worn. 

And birds gone to sleep have awoke for their song. 

Oft in the suii'a absence 1 wandered for pleasure, 

While stars above glittered in azure blue sky, 
And in silent nptuie the orb I did measure. 

As no cloud intercepted the gaze from my eye ; 
But now in Its absence is darknera prevailing, 

Still regions and antipodes share in its light. 
Till again, as times past, when it never was fuling, 

lia rise in the east wUl caoie darkness take Bight. 



LONDON ENTEETAINMENTS. 
THIS vast metropolis of the British empire, 
Abounds with scenes beholders doth admire, — 
Beholders whose pleasure lies in acenea that 'a goy, 
For access to them minds not the cost la pay. 
At mirthful plays both old and young are seen, 
Enjoying a view of each Averting scene ; 
Full boxes and pits, with galleries also, 
Doth each coQtun their guests — a moUey show. 
And fangled beauUes brighten round each scene, 
As nature's hue here wears a lovely screen. 
What charming giacea toilets doth supply, 
To suit each lover with a lustful eye I 
At dvic ball-rooms here ott are tranquil guests. 
Where harmony enliveneth every breast, 
And sets in action hearts and nimble feet, 
That beat the Boot wiUi time the chord to meet ; 




MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

On table* luid are snmptuoua dainties spread. 

For guests to gorge until appetite had Hed ; 

For guzzling ticxt the wines are served Broand 

Till intellect with dainties all get drovned. 

Yet masquerndes, where all in motley guise. 

Doth eihibit arts the facultiea to rise. 

In comie gear most ludicrous to see, 

Show tranquil minds and hearti iroai trouble free> I 

These ore pleitsures wealth ran best suppljr, 

To cheer the spirits and deceive the eye ; 

Yet though enjoyment wealth con best i^rd. 

It cannot cause its keepers virtue to hoard ; 

And concert-rooms full of delectable sounds, 

Of vocal organs that their spaces abound, 

Yet instrumental blended melody, 

That old and young hearts from grim sadness free ; 

Such life a portion of mankiiid doth spend, 

And to life's duties seldom or never attend, 

But fleeting time their plewurea pMs away. 

Then bodies mingle with a mass of clay. 

From Vauihall Gardens people ascend in air. 

But destination knowing not when or where. 

The orb of heaven they seem to travel round, 

Witb greater ease Oian travelling on the ground ; 

Though nature never made them wings to fly. 

The fledged flocks ne'er travell'd half so high ; 

But if vapour got free that in the air them haul. 

They would get a sudden and a fatal folL 

At the Colosseum now are harmontous bands. 

And here ore seen rare scenes of foreign lands; 

Yet revolutions that leads mankind to know, 

■e the show. 



To see what 's new, and novelists a(l[ 
As from the old doth charms wane anay, 
Like the twilight of an autumn day. 
In the Surrey Gardens a volcano espy. 
That froin its crater emits to Ibe iky 
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er amazing to behold, 
Mount Vesuvius can the tnlc unfold. 
But to describe all places of resort, 
That to the tranquil affords unbounded sport, ■ 
'T ia mora than I can in detail set in rhyme. 
So I '11 desist if readers think it time. 
These mirlhfiil places yet I seldom saw,— 
My mind absorb'd in mazes of the law | 
Nor do I think a man nould them to lee, 
Until of law and Loudon lawyers tree i 
Suspense awaits my thinking mind eadi day, 
I suffer losses, stili I pay my way. 
I see some men show pride above their birth. 
And scorn the name of industry or thrift, 
Yet not one shilling honestly their own, 
But seeks for credit where they are not known, 
Though not to pay no scruple rules their mind. 
Nor fear of God who ia true, and just and kind. 
And reads men's hearts before their act) display 
The right or wrong by which they work their way. 



WHITTINGTON AND HIS CAT. 
WHITTINGTON, once a meniol kitchen drudge, 
Rose to rtile, and yet a much-famed judge ; 4 

He bore with usage difficult to bear, M 

And yet abuse a full and ample shore ; fl 

In servile labour boyhood's days he spent, — ^ 
To serve his master all his «ill was bent ; 
Beneath a cook whose unage was severe, 
He obeyed her orders with the strictest core ; 
But still not free from stripes and many blows. 
He bore with much, like ali that 'a poor, God knows 
His discharge ^e cherished in her mind, 
But yet the meuts to do so could not find \ 
She said he was an idle, useless skolk, 
And yet her orders treated like a hulk ; 
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Of her bad conduct he in vain eompluned. 

As of her rule o'er him she held command ; 

Not her alone who then hud broke his rest, — 

Both rats Bod mice were quite an equal peat; 

When in a cnrret. on his bed of straw, 

The; sought a ihare, and fill'd hii mind with awe 

But when his master's married daughter came 

To see her father, FiCzwarren was Ms name, 

She heard that be a, servant bad eagaged. 

And by hia means the cook nag much enraged ; 

She questioned him, was pleased nith his reply. 

And found thereby the cook did him beUe ; 

Yet compassion touched her prophetic mind. 

And begged that heoee he should be treated kind, j 

She to her parents her opinion gave, 

Of a youth that would to work like any slave; — 

" What 's beneath the other servants, he wilt do, 

Clean shoes, yet drudge and run on errands too i 

A bed of flock 1 will for him prepare. 

And cast-off clothes will do for him lo wear." 

On the garret was placed his bed of llock, 

Though rats and mice there bred a numerous stock. 

And not a wink by them he yet could sleep, 

As they squeaked, and o'er bis face all night did creep. 

A merchant came, and at his master's dined, 

Yet torrenti of rain him there all night contUied ; 

Whitlington wailed neit morning at the door. 

With his shoes polished, and laid them on the floor, 

And with this merchant's wishes did accord, 

Who gave bim a penny, then a good reward. 

Next on an errand, running in the street, 

He by chance a woman (here did meet, 

Who had B cat that met his longing eye, 

And yet his will the some of her to buy ; 

He said, " One penny is my only store, 

1 would give for that, and more if t had more.' 

She let him have it to aflbrd bim joy, 

Aod in hit garret latt and mice deaU'oy. 
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As he feared the euok his cat would kill, 
His comfort being to much against her nil), 
He kept thia creature in a box all day, 
And in the garret at night ihe hod her plaj' : 
B}' her protection he the better slept. 
As none of rats or mice upon him crept; 
Bess's industry gave him a gllnnmer of joy, 
As his nightly pest she sooo did them destroy. 
Mr. Fitznarren, a mcrchunt good anil kind. 
To serve his servants he hid borne in mind ; 
One day together he all of them did call, 
And said, " A ship of mine is weighing at Blackwall, 
So place in her whatever you can aCfoiil, 
And try your luck with mc ; iu haste accord." 
AU came but Whittington with their stock. 
He having none, vras made a laughing-stock ; 
His master bid him his success to try, 
With nhnt he had, or yet had means to buy- 
As he had nothing but his favourite cat. 
And that he brought reluctant, being all he got ) 
'T was to the merchant he his cat had brought, 
Who gave him the peimy by which he first it bought ; 
He took her in charge, and frooi Blackwall had soiled. 
While Whittington for its services bewailed. 
At Algiers in due time the ship arrived. 
And canary seeds and cheese the stock she carried ; 
Here the plague most violently did rage. 
And against the Turks awful war did wage ; 
llie crew felt fear to leave the London baric, 
NoUG;ht here gave cheer, of trade was prospect slack ; 
He for the cargo no demand could find. 
Yet of the phigue was fear upon his mind : 
He to the Dey, as usual, presents sent, 
And next, vith leave to trade, on land he w 
He were invited, with supercargo too, 
By the Dey, to a sumptuous Moorish stew -. 
And here on carpets copiously was spread, 
As choice fare u ever a Turk had f«U ; 
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But here were rats who lilced the dninly fare, 

And came siound to fight oi have a share i 

Therefore a yeapoa for each guest was found. 

That they may eat thereby aad keep their ground. 

The merchant then addressed tlie Moorish Dey, 

And said, " These rats will scarce permit our stay; 

I have with me an animal on boanl, 

That could these rats destroy, atid you aCfoid 

Enjoyment that this life denies you now, 

With all these creatures that won't you allow 

A place of rest ot safety, yet of ease, 

To eat or alee]) or do as you would please i 

If it 'a your will I '11 bring a creature here 

Of greater power, to cause these disappear, 

And moke your state more happy than before, 

As these vile gueaia can vieii you no more." 

At these words the Dey's eyes gleamed joy. 

And in ecstacy said, " It can these rats destroy ! 

If 10, I pray at once you bring it here, 

I '11 ^vc yon wealth, and yet not thiok it dear." 

From board the cat was brought before the Dey, 

And by its presence rats had fled away ; 

He Bwd, " This animal doth me convince 

Of truth you spoke, its value is immenae ; 

So take this purse with all that it contains. 

Also tills casket, still a port remains 

Unliquidated of this creature's price, 

That can free me henceforth of rsts and mice) 

You freedom have to trade where'er you please. 

Who brought this guest that can afford me ease ; 

I prize it more tlian all this wealth you see, — 

What wealthy man that 's happy if not free ! " 

The merchant then to part hod taken leave, 

And took the costly treasure that he gave. 

With him on board to quickly home return. 

With ship and costly cargo she had borne, 

Of greater value in her jewels and gold, 

Than previous cargo by a hundred fohl. 
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The cat's prowess the Moors did much admire, 
It ipread much wonder through the Turk empire ; 
The Dey, who was by rata so much nnuoyed, 
Beheld with rapture most of them deatroyed ; 
The merchant had his suffrage at command, 
Aad for the goods a plentiful demand, 
That in the ship he took, yet doubt to sell 
That once pervaded had fled, and he did nell j 
Then homeward boond he left the Turkish shorej^ 
With far more wealth than in same ship hefore, 
And iu due lime Portland roads had reached. 
With all the treasure that the eat had fetched. 
Whlttinc;tan knowing nought of fortune that he got, 
Had pondered hopeless on his scanty lot, 
And as meantime the cook gave him no ease, 
Yet all he did for best could not her please, 
Therefore resolved to shun her rule, 
Who treated him both base and cruel ; 
As here he had no wages buthislceep, 
Early he left the house and her asleep, 
He parted and left ^)ar his master's door. 
And wandered hopeless through Fiosbury moor ; 
When at Holywell upon a stone he sat. 
And knew not then tiie price got for his cat ; 
Here he pondered on extreme bad luck. 
As he could not afriend have made the cook ;: 
Yet here the noise of Bow bells met his ear, 
That bid him hence to be of better cheer i 
He heard the sound distinctly in his ear, 
Bidding him return to be thrice l.ord Mayor ; 
So back he ran, and unperceived in glided, 
Unmiss'd, unseen, as if good fortune gnided. 
But when the tidings of his fortune came. 
All looked upon him as if not ihe same ; 

' T thus addressed him: " Whittingtan, take 



got, 




MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

Though four adveature vma but small, it g^ed the 

highest prize, 
Frovideim hu favoured you above drudgery to rise ; 
My ship arrived at Portsmouth, with cargo rich Bnd 

And most of her conter 
A price so high j'oui ci 

That niaku yon novr the neslthiest youth nitbia 

British shore ; 
So cast aside that drud£;ery. yon do not need it 
Awhile you spent in misery, with sadness 01 

Though austerity attended the lirst portion of your liSq 
Fate &om hence desdneth yon for happioeu n 

The cook's morose conduct then to him did ci 
And from same time the world lint gave him peace ; 
When he her drudge, she treated him severe, 
Vet nheo giovm rich, she did him much revere ; 
No longer her icoftt or jeers did him annoy, — 
He rose above her rule in triumph and joy. 
Aoiong the wealthy vras his lot to rank, 
And for his King, with honour, ruie his banlt ; 
Hit bounty vvas free to any in distress. 
And still his wealth thereby not made the less ; 
Providence rose his steps trom humble life, 
Contempt took flight for honours still more rife ; 
His King took pride at finding him hh Mend, 
In time of need his generous aid to lend ; 
No sphere of life which he was thought below, 
Though prior deemed the lowest of the low. 
Install'd by his King to fill the civic chair. 
When firat he w« of London the Lord Mayor ; 
Knighted with honour, bore dignity and fame, 
Yet much lustre to his immortal name. 
At Vintry ward a church his name records, 
' IS too doth bleasinga him award ; 
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College Hil! bears a monument to his life, 
Since fale rose him above drudgery and strife ; 
His master's daughter, who saw him a drudge. 
Became his nife when he a mtghc; judge, 
To share the honours blended with his name, 
By being the wife of him who rose to fame. 
Wiadom and virtue seldom Gomes to view, 
Unless their keepers share in riches too ; 
No diamond dazzles smik beneath the day, 
As there no light on it can cast a ray ; 
But tread upon, and presaed hy menial*' feet, 
till its lustre human eyes doth meet ; 
Yet those who tread upon it, wrapt in mould. 
Would pick it up, and at the bosom hold. 
If clean and polished, set in purest gold. 
Whitlingtons's wisdom like it was not seen, 
While poverty had cast o'er it a screen, 
And met disdain while he servile and low, 
By those when rich, who met him with a bow. 
Hia King and Queen were not thought too great. 
To sit with him and share hia sumptuous treat 
Of viands and nine, toid on his costly board. 
And not n king could better it afford. 



IRELAND'S MISTREATMENT. 

WHETHER Ireland or Emerald Isle your name. 
You are oppress'd, which now exdtes my theme ; 
And these few lines that I doth now indite, 
Plows from the heart that wish you treated right. 
Your sous are fettered, why are they not free. 
And juster laws be granted unto thee? 
Though to your monarch ud you are tree to lend. 
You are not granted laws your stale to mend \ 
If you get justice you require no more, 
As distress should Taaish from within your riiore ; 
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It then cDulcl in your breast prevail, 
Aoa lo uniie with BritoDS you would never fail. 
Hospitality doth Jtill itith you abound, 
Which many travelleraby experience found ; 
Though Hinall your atore, yet never think it leu, 
Through giving to the wanderer in distress. 
When to your cot, or humbler hut of day, 
The weary traveller wiuds hia way. 
Need be doubt the vielcome fur him tbeTe, 
To share a part, whatever be the fare ? 
Your generous hearts forbids you close the doot 
Agajnst the traveller, yet the houaeleu poor ; 
With rich and poor (he system doth agree, 
To give the stranger bed and nttiona &ee. 
When hordes of beggars, mother, children and lire. 
Your houses enter aod asaemble round your fire. 
Though not iuvitod, never call those rude, 
Who boldly enter and at your fire-aide iotrude ; 
They would not boldly your fire-side approach. 
Nor at your hearth uiiceremonioualy encroach. 
Were they not assured much more than only told. 
You welcomed them when shuddering with the cold. 
Those British rulers who cause your distress, 
Pants with a wish their country poor to press ; 
Who nought but fetters yet from them have found. 
But much more loose thao those with which you bound. 
Are you descended from the slaves of old, 
Who fought for tyrants to increase their gold. 
And got but little for both blood and pain, 
Lest they grow rich, and sunder then their chains 1 , 
You have some friends that advocate your cause. 
Yet not enou^ to find you juster laws ; 
The host against them is so very great. 
That with contempt their argiunent they treat. 
But more euhghtened Ireland's sons you grow, 
Which to a tyrant gives an awful blow ; 
As more united you will claim your rightl. 
Which you shall have though rulera uie theif might. 



n 



]2g MISCELLANSOnS PIECES. 

Our gracious Queen. I wiah her joy and peace, 

A just sovereign of the Brunswick roce ; 

Though short yet reigned, her wishes arewell knowff,"** 

That justice rules, and each one have his own. 

But, alas t her prerogative does not fully extend, 

Or else she freely would your grievance end. 

As a pensioned crew holds tight the regal rein, 

And won't let loose unless it 's for their gain. 

For king and country your progenitors had bled. 

And from an enemy never yet have fled, 

ButUke brave Trojans dauntlessly remain, 

To live nith honour or in battle slain. 



I WOULD TO ENJOY. 



1 wnuLn for the ftitnre my lot to enjoy, 

The bliss in this circle I feel, 
And friendship be constant, no time to destroy, 

Or from all here happiness wile ; 
Yet evil is rife, and lures the frail breast 

To vrandcT through maies of care, 
Which leaves no repose, afl'ords us nO rest. 

And seldom trne happiness share. 

The hours 1 am happy how swiftly they glide, 

Id sorrow lime seems very long ; 
When it doth visit we cBunot it hide. 

Or be cheerful till it is gone : 
Still now it gives glow to my Brandering breast, 

To view here a circle of joy i 
May sad worldly cares never conquer our rest, 

Or our happiness ever destroy ! 
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The man (hat enjoys thi^ni scarce a short neek> 

May add maoy years to his woe ; 
Bat thU is a happiness Providence sent. 

To eoliven my spirits to-night. 
While we are together it only is lent. 

And at patting it will take its Sight 



ISP THE SEAMAN'S DEATH. 

FAR from land dq the wide wide ocean, 

The brave seaman resigned hia breath, 
While swelling; waves kept him in motion, 

Spread o'er him the ^ade of death; 
His cold pale cheeks once with bloom were gl 

And his eyes glared with valour bright. 
But their hue and lustre dull were growing. 

Till ftozea pale and devoid of nght. 

When cold and lifeless no shrouds enrobe him, 

Or o'er his hammock trophies spread, 
But hii friends far off who would bewail him. 

And at his departure sorrow shed ; 
His hammock being his only clothing, 

With a ball placed at his feet, 
Lest buoyance could have kept him Soating, 

And not the sea's deep basement meet. 

Overboard his mates then heave him, 

And down the ship side let him fall, 
One splash and for ever the waves shall hide him, ' 

No trace of his grave, hut is lost to all; • 

No marble cBsemBtc his tomb adorns. 

Or monument lett to show he was brave, 
But the sea by which he in life was borne. 

Its deep deep bed is his silent grave. 
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PADDY FROM CORK. 

MAKY years past since in Cork I was born, 

'T is well 1 remember ■ cold frosty mom, 

As the old nurse set rae in ft crib not quite wanu, 

I iDFk'd like a badger, and lity on my back ; 
And soon to my terror a host came abont me, 
Tl'ho plung'd me tn water, I thought they would 

And neit, like a fetoo, Ihcy aB of them bound me,- 

I screeched, circumscribed like a pig iu a sack- 
As my birth was foretold (ong before by a gypsy, 
My father, provided with pleuty of whisky. 
Had drunk to My beaHh nnU) he got tipsy, 

While I in the cradle lay bound on my back; 
I thought (hey would kill me as soon as they found me 
MTien dipp'd in the water and afterwardH hound me, 
I never before saw so many around me, — 
They all to me stiongers, and I on my back. 

As soon on my legs to run I was able, 
1 would give not a fig then to lie in the cradle; 
My father soon gave me a nice sprig of hazel, 
And the first whack I gave with it, murdered tht 

My mother exclumed, " You infernal villain. 
You kilt the poor cat, you're as bad as a devil," 
I wound with her slap as if set on a swivel. 
Dawn fell my shillelagh and I on my back. I 

I kicked then about as 1 did in the cradle, 
And cried qiute ai loud as I ever was able, 
My father came in, and inquiring the reason, — 
" By my soult" said my mother, "he's murdpred 




lough," said he, " there dead lica thecreitutei 
How could hehavekilt it with that bit o' slullElajh?" 
" He gave it a topper nhen sitUog quite easy, 

Now there is the villain knocked stretched on his 

Said he, " Ac' 'ounds, Judy, you must have kilt him ! 

Theie lies the darUog aa dead as the kitten, 

I'll revenge for my fine boy and give you a licking;" 

And Tiitli his shillelagh he gave her a ivhack. 
As the row was cammenced and 1 lying quite eaiy, 
1 thought it was time to handle my shillelagh, 
I up on my legs and whacked his shuu faiily, 

" An' 'ounds," said my father. " my ahiin they 
smaihedl 

" The boy here, God bless him ! as lively as 

He broke both my iliins, and my back lie did leather . 

He is the ehatcipion of Cork, and would beat ~" 

He 'd wallop a thousand when he 's quite a man. 
1 listened to the praise and my heart did flutter, 
And when 1 grew older went ovei to London, 
There in the streets the boys they did hunt me, 

They were all a-humming, "There's Paddy from 
Cork." 
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There were loo many for me to encounter, 

Oi with my shillelagh, by the powers, I mtuld poi 

But still 1 took pride in my name as it sounded. — 
They all seemed to know that I just comcfVom Cork ; 

Through streets, louei and alleys I went, — all were 
crowded, — 

And wherever I went there my name it was sounded, ' 

I wonder so for off that they could have found it, j 

lliey all knew in Loudon 1 juil come &om Cork. ■[ 
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ADULATION. 

LET adulstion never flatter you, 

Though you be conadous that it miut be trne, < 

As those who often praise you lo your face, 

H&vemBiiy lueaniiigs difficult to trace. 

Cunning people flatter to deceive, 

When in their view a favour to receive ; 

The vitin ore anxious ftatterers to requite, 

Not having nit to bring their viena to light, 

They tcnoiv not praise is meant them to deceive. 

And that its purciiiue vaa the gift they gave, 

But feela most happy Qattered and admired, 

As deeming merit only it acquired. 

r U guide you, inend, to find if those be true,— 

Thank them only and see if thai con doj 

If social &iendship by sucb means don't end, ^ 

You may deem a Hatterei yet a Mend. ^H 

A sincere friend immutable and true, ^M 

Who shuns you not when fortune frowns OH yon, ^^ 

And if remains a friend when you in need, - 

Eateem him much, — he is afriend indeed. 

Yet if from wealth misfortune pulls you down. 

All your feigned friends no doubt will on you frown. 

And though they sought you under Fortune's smiles. 

They would you farther than a thousand mUes. 

All such friends are friends that mammon gave, — 

They came with wealth, yet with it they doth leave j 

Such friends are plenty, true friends arc but few. 

As you aspire to wealtii they come anew. 



THE FLOWER. 
FLOWERS in bloom, chamis are with ye, 
your bloom horen the busy bee, 
To suck your sweets and accumulate a store. 
But when you are faded visit you no more. 
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Here ill your bloom, a bouquet lo the eyp, 
Could nature fail, anil cause me pass you by 
Without a soul delighted, full of gloir, 
l\Tien breezes loden with your fragrance blow ? 
Ah ! but imhile your beauty only lasts, 
A prey to admirers and the nipping blasts, 
L'ntil you nnk a victim to them all, 
And then, deserted by your lovers, fall 
To revive no more, — for ever hence forgot, — 
Kueh cruel ohlivion is but beuuty'g lot ; 
The eyes reluctant on you then to fiaze, 
MTien bloom is gone yon hence doth fail to pleai 
As celestial charms that you once hud bore, 
Are faded, gone, to grace you never more. 



THE DEATH OF LADY FLORA HASTINGS. | 

OF high rank this virtuous maid, 
The debt of nature she has paid ; 
And as possess'd of every grace. 
She from the evil had not peace ; 
Celestial light upon her shone, 
And ranked next her vrho rules the tbronc, 
But yet not there from slander free, 
As eyes that 'a evil could her see ; 
Whilst she approached her dying bed, 
Slanderers poison around her shed. 
But still could not destroy her tame, 
That shall immortnliie her name. 
To state that she an offspring bore. 
The falsehood many must deplore. 
Who can conceive the pnngs she felt ? — 
Such slander cnuscd her heart to nielti 
The falsehood soon hod come to light. 
That aimed the fairest fame to blight, 
But that wBs proof, yet its form weak, 
The fnlal blast from life ^d take, 
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And shall for ages create contempt, 

For those who reared such vile intent^ 

And honour blended with the name, 

Of her who died possess'd of fieane. 

God^s wrath wiU shed upon the head 

Of those who slandered her now dead,-<- 

Of those who broke her mental peace. 

The seat of virtue and of grace. 

The evil eye on virtue east, 

Imparts its vision to the heart, 

And leaves not in it power to glow, 

Until the venom from it flows, 

To send pollution to the breast 

Where virtue dwells^ and breaks its rest ; 

But though the dart from evil flies^ 

And hits pure virtue, it never dies. 

But keeps its seat without alloy, — 

No evil foe can it destroy ; 

Such war when waged, destroys life's peace^ 

But can't destroy internal grace. 

That though gloomed by slander round. 

Is to its seat life lasting boimd ; 

As Crod such graces doth bestow, 

Without his wiU they cannot go. 

Yet that gloom suspicion throws. 

And gives advantage to the foes. 

To state that virtue is not there,— 

Enough the godly heart to tear. 

But unpolluted purer eye. 

The virtue still could well descry, 

And saw that slander cast her gloom. 

And drove the fair maid to the. tomb. 

With all the graces of her mind, 

Who could a lovelier maiden find. 

In features, beauty without art. 

As never guile had reached her heart ? 

No adulation she desired. 

Yet by the just she was admired. 
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No will the evil have to benr, — 
The sound of praise they cannot share i 
Therefore their wish is to destroy 
The peace of those whom it enjoy ; 
Their wish, that no contrast appeui 
To meet the eye or reach the ears ; 
To give pore virtue due reward. 
Can never with their wUl accord. 
Nor can they ever fbmard pence. 
To those endowed with heavenly grace. 
Thouijh provideooe virtue gives with life, 
'T will keep it not IVon> worldly strife ; 
But future blessings doth prepare, 
At parting earth the soul to share. 
The illuatrioui mwd whom virtue bore, 
Wa> premature from this life tore, 
And chagrined now her foes can hear 
The truth that rings to meet their ear ; 
The truth depicts their motive through, 
To show vice where it never grew ; 
The truth now spreads afar contempt 
Par (hose whom slander around her beat ; 
Those who wished to take her room, 
Have wound her footpatli to the tomb. 
By vilest sUndcr, yet contempt ; 
Were virtue for such usage sent f 
No, no, hut honour and renown. 
Yet evil people on it frown ; 
They deem it ii their greatest foe, — 
A pest to see or yei to know. 
As justice all timea for it rule, 
Potent, awfiil, (hough not cruel i 
The pervert yet must dread its power, — 
It dfecks their progress in each hour, 
Unless in ambnsh they proceed. 
And in their fiendish acta siieceed. 
In slaying the just or fame to blii|;ht, 
Ere justice can bring truth to lighL 
112 
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It ivaa the fate of her ndmireil, 

By nil whom virtue here admired, 

And Bifupathf shall fill their breasts 

For life, although in pence she rests. 

The royal Duchess felt much grief, — 

Traductioa did not meet her belief; 

She knew too well where virtue lay. 

To beUeve what vile traducers say. 

Could her* with vilest minds accord, 

Virtue to blast and not reward ? 

No, EO, such never joins her name, — 

She promotes virtue, adds to fame. 

A revered mother hent with age, 

Who can transcribe within a page 

The anguish that prevailed her mmd. 

By death and slander so combined. 

A^Tien life and honour were at stake. 

The blastiiig storm did awake 

The energy of upright minds. 

To stop the torrents of such winds : 

Yet though soon crushed and sent below J 

Where nought that 's righteous ever go, ■ 

A life was shook tQl life no more. 

That lovers of virtue much deplore. 

A life is lost, but not her name. 

Blended with honour, love aud fame, 

Ever proof against the blast 

Of vile traduction, it must lost. 

Though cold in the tomb now her body dotli lie. 

What's earthly is here, but the spirit's on higii ; 

It left iti clay dwelling more glory to meet. 

As pure it had left here, its passage was Beet i 

It dwells now afar from all prone to annoy, — 

None evil have power Its rest to destroy, — 

No spirit of falsehood can share in true light. 

That lead it on earth aa tram earth in its Oight. 
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STEAM. 

A 5IEW discovery, which provea that stenin is appli- 
cable to VLuious ugeful purposes yet uaknowD, anJ 
that persons may be actuated thereby bo oa to travel 
with eitmardioary swiftness. A man, residing itt 
Bristol, in JuJy last set Out on a journey to a place in 
Cornwall, and as he travelled on foot and depnrteil 
from the highway he encountered a deep ditch when 
about fifteen miles from home, and being exhausted 
by so long e walk and heal of the day, that in his 
attempt to cross it he fell therein, and was unable to 
extricate himself from his unpleaiBnt and perilous 
situation for some minutes, until the sim heat with 
that of his pemon created such a powerful steam in the 
seat of a tight banded pair of budtakin breeches, 
thiit he rose to the bank with the utmost facility ; 
and knowing the powerful vapour that extricated him 
from his daogerous posi^on, he resolved to use his 
endeavours to preserve it from escaping, which he did 
effectually by tying his handkercliief round his waist, 
which rendered that place nir proof, and secured it 
also Bt the knees, so as to leave no place for its escape ; 
and being ilelermined to chaogc his upper garments, 
he directed his pace homewards, propelled by the in- 
creasing power of steam in his breeches ; bit steps 
light, and wBs driven on with such velocity, that all 
persons who saw him, in his course homeward, were 
struck with consternation by bis oatOnUhing swiftness ; 
and had he not been on engineer, he could not menage 
its power so as to escape die danger of coming into 
collision »Ltb soinc of the obstnictious tliat lay in his 
way. However, be arrivedaafe at his residence in less 
than lea minutes, a distance of fifteen miles, to the 
great coiutemBtioD of his wife and family, who descried 
bis approach, apparently flying. Being determined to 
render the new discovery evaiUble to him, he delayed 
m3 
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nl home only while giving li is wife iind family a concise 
Bccanut of the nccideiital discovery, and alleviate their 
consternation by so eittraordinory a circumstance. 
He re-wetted his buckskins, and set out again for his 
destination, but as the sun heat decreased and he him- 
self cooled through resting so long, he could not pro- 
ceed but very slow at his setting out; but when the 
sail re-nppeaced from the clouds, the heat increased 
with it, the steam increased also, gradually quickeaing 
his pace ontil arrived at full power, which caused his 
swiftness e^ual to the former, and in less than two 
hours he arrived safe at his destination, a distance of 
about sixty miles. In his way every countenance he be- 
held manifested astonishment and amazement; many 
e.ijclaimed in a luud voice, " He is a fallen ange! ! don't 
you see he is flying ;" indeed, they thought him the 
forerunner of some awful visitation of providence, 
and as he could, with very little exertion, raise himself 
above the earth for a considerable distance when any 
impediments nere in his way. Whilst in this state of 
travelling, some distant spectators took him for a flue 
bird which theycoujectured escaped from some zoolo- 
gical gardens, not thinking him a native bird through 
his over siie, with liis coat-skirts flying with the bree»e; 
but when he approached closer, and near enough to 
distinguish his person and features, which did not in 
the least respect resemble a bird's, all persona whom 
he advanced were struck with amazement, onddid not 
attempt to secure the fugitive. Onward he spread 
tenor nod astonishment until he arrived at his detti- i 
naliou, where a multitude of people assembled, at- 
tracted by his approach at so rapid a rote. Although 
his pace decreased its velocity towards the latter part 
of this journey, in Consequence of the evening's cool, 
still various were their conjectures by what means he I 
could travel so swift, and feared to approach him ; ) 
J and what raused Ihelr astonishment the more, as liia 

L shape and £gurc did not indicate swiftness, but quite , i 
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the reverse, by the bulk he appewed beneath tlic 
n-aist; and nl his destinntion he did nol let the steam 
ewiipe, iu order la show more of his ogility to the 
mul^tudc Bsaembled. until the cool of the evening 
completely slackened it, and he wished to keep them 
in ignornnce of wlmt enabled hiui to travel ao swift. 
Tlien he camninnded all persons present to depart 
tor Ibeir respective homes, which they feared to dis- 
obey, and retired to an inn kept by a triend of Ms in 
that part of Cornwall : and as hia breeches still re- 
tained the moisture, he stood very imprudently to dry 
it with his back to the Gre ; and not foreseeing any 
danger to result, which rose the steam to so powerfiil 
a strength that he vras driven to the ceiling, and would ' 

be seriously hurt, were not the timely atrivnl of a 
person who loosened his knee garters and let the 
steam escape. Then he rehited to his friends the origin i 

of this very curious and novel mode of travelling, 
which very much astonished them. For this mode of 
travelling no material will he sufficient or impervioua 
to air or steam but fauckskio or India rubber, and 
must be made tight approaching the knees, and suffi- 
ciently nide at the sent to contain air or steam of 
sufficient power lo propel, in proportion to the weight 
of the traveller, wiUi a belt about teu inches wide over 
the hips, to prevent the steam or ur ascending to the 
luitton holes, and an India rubber tube in front 
adapted far the inSalion, anil also for the egress of air 
when necessary to decrease its power. Gas may be 
employed without any considerable ineonveaience to 
the traveller, but ^ would be the most appropriate 
and least expensive in the niuter season, when steam 
I'ould not be employed nithout much ineanvemencc 
and also danger, in the event of the apparatus bursting I 

or comrauniealing an over heat to the traveller's ^^^B 
person. How to accommodate ladies to enable then ^^^^1 
to travel in tbc above mode Is yet to be determined^^^^H 
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nhich, nhen compleleljr established, will lupeisedc all 
olhcra where despatch ii necessary ; then there will 
be no further use for wheel carnages by truvellen, 
unlcu to curry luggage, as persons of both Eeses.n'hea 
necessity or pleasure Induces them ta take an airing, 
may breakfast at home and travel a few hundred nules 
in tlie country and be buck to dinner much refreshed 
by their travel. The following poetical lines are by 
the discoverer of this new method of travelliog, indi- 
""ve of the ease vdth which he travelled : — 

En my travelling breeches now 1 '11 go, 
And glide on like a fairy. 

To places fur and near 1 will go, 
And never can gel weary, 

I could not hope when ia the ditch, hut there for life 

I should tarry, 
But the power of steatn did me release, and home me 

swift did carry i 

Home I came in full speed, mo power on earth could 

And those that were foremost in my ivay, I soon left 

far behind me; 
My wife saw me her advance, onil was in great alarm. 
She thought me a native of the sky that ci ' ' 

her hartn ; 
" Dear wife," I xaid, with a soothing voire. " appease, 

appease, be <[uieler, 
It 's only steam that 's in my breech that makes my 

steps the lighter. 
1 fell into a ditch fur off, and there awhile did tarry, 
Butthc sun made steam within my breech, that home 

me swift did carrj'." 
By my comment appeased she was, I said " Farewell,'' 

and parted; 
" 1 am goiag again to cross the ditch from whence the 

■team me carried." ' 




MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 141 

The steam now slack, so was my speed, but the sun 

soon rose the Tapour, 
The heat increased, so did my speed, till swifter grew 

than ever ; 
I caused much terror by my speed to my destination. 
Not thinking me of earthly birth, but from the upper 

region. 
When at a distance, some thought me of the fledged 

creation, 
That came a prisoner from the woods of some foreign 

region ; 
But on a closer view, they saw no wings, no tail, no 

feather, 
And from me then they scampered off like dastards 

full of terror. 
When at my journey's end arrived, many had as- 
sembled, 
They thought me a native of the sky on some awful 

mission descended ; 
They feared to ask, they feared to know, and stood in 

consternation, 
I bid them all be off in haste to their respective stations. 
My mandate they quickly obeyed, and home in haste 

they scampered, 
Then to an inn I changed my way, as the eve my 

steam had slackened ; 
I set my back close to the fire, not knowing the 

power resulting, 
The steam it rose, and so was I, and driven to the 

ceiling. 
My skull was injured by the shock, some thought the 

house was falling, 
A friend arrived who felt the shock, and also heard 

me calling; 
He stood amazed, and saw me flee like a bat about 

the ceiling. 
He knew not what caused me to flee, and with fright 

lost all bis feeling. 
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^ Take courage, courage, friend/' I cried ; '* pray eome 

and cut my garters, 
It 's only steam Uiat rose me here ;'' he then obeyed 

my order ; 
The steam gushed out, and shot him down upon the 

floor squalling. 
The power was gone, and I fell down full weight upon 

him sprawling. 



THE MUFFLED BELL. 

LOQUACITY enhance my beauty; 

Why ought a mortal me prevent, 
To tell aloud was but my duty, 

When a passer by me went ? 

I am placed here to do my duty, 

By a master good and kind, 
I deem it was the utmost cruelty, 

My poor tongue so fast to bind. 

** Haste, dear master, and unbind it, 

That freely it may toll again. 
And at your door you dumb won't find it, 

But announcing all the passers in. 

** Cruel to restrain the impulse of nature, 
Him who bound me could not do. 

Would I was a living creature^ 

I woidd give the don a knock or two ! 

*' Give me limbs and give me life, 
To bind me then he won't make free." 

'' My good bell, I have no life, 
But only one that 's lent to me. 
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t'CoM and lifeless ea you ore, 

You 'd benr more Imrdship still than n 
^et, good bell, 1 will take core, 

Ta keep your tongue of muffles free." 

■' I thank thee, master, that nill do, 
I will cry aloud hence ding, dini;, ding, 

Before a customer at your door, 
Can slyly let one ftiot within." 



HOPE. 

HOPE is a healing baUam lo the mind, 

A soothing glimmer to the human kind. 

That shows good prospects throagh the cloudl of lifev^ 

And makes less du^ful worldly care and strife. 

Hope oft beguiles and leads our minds astray. 

When rested only on q mould of clay. 

But he who hope in providence will find, 

The prospect true that shone to soothe his mind; 

Trust DOC to mankind, frail us art thee self, 

Who every channel rummage for more pelf. 

And if our living through same channel flows. 

We would each take most if will could make it so. 

There are some yet whose justice prove them true. 

When you treat with others be those no guide to you 

As professions often lead so for astray. 

Thai to safe groimdi those lead can't find their way ; 

Knaves oft profess their dupes with hopes to fill. 

Lest if uot dupes they would counteract their will. 

Hope oft when resting on mankind deceives. 

Till it lakes wing and indelible wisdom leaves ; 

Such wisdom stays and often dearly bought, — 

Wit once purchased is worth twice thought ; 

Suspense, a mingle of hope and despair, 

That Qonts abmidance to the mind of care. 



:t4 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 




:«7«=:!e z.'VTzz them ul dneir liie. 
u 1:5?. bd rcH aifin icn& : 



As :i uscjf* iz/t pa=zs by voncjT itixfe ; 

XTithc:^ 13 pr»e=ce =.0 =ia£csii couisce find ; 

\r::hc-wt 1: scZ —.jn will so efiOKt makeii 

To 3.Tc:vi rircer. iho^ifz his life a: stake. 

\de=. hop« is died oc=i«s tries dire despair. 

Asi socA: is life zzz acriisiulited care ; 

Hor« f-^tiir« evests siore auspicious show. 

.\s.i OTer life & zlovizx TrartV throw : 

Thoofh hop« sisLead cs and oft us deceive. 

We aze happie:sc wiih it : may it not us lesre ! 

It piompcs us to all actions of onr lives. 

As good prospects while it reiens it gives ; 

But when it parts, scarce left hehind bat ^oom* 

Doubt and despair then tarries in its room. 

And every step is doubtful as we go. 

As crowds of terror o'er dull prospects flow. 

Hope when gone sure happiness takes flight* 

Despair extinguish all our pleasing light ; 

O hope, thou balmy nouxisher of my mind ! 

Noufl^t to me difficult where I can thee find ; 

If thee forsake me courage must also. 

And o'er my life let gloom and sadness flow ; 

Although oft left me, transient were your fli gli*^ . 

As you soon came to give me pleasing liglita ; 

Although your presence oft false bodement fl^vei» 

You still conduce to make me happy live ; 

O may thee not my wandering heart forsake. 

Till it 's God*8 will the vital spark to take. 

And then my soul be led to heavenly joy. 

That time can't alter, time cannot alloy ! 

May all that 's human equal blessing share. 

At parting life of hope, of ^oom and care ! 
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NOW extinct i* the life of tlilinondciful nian. 
That (ate oft preserved through the counri tic nw i 
From the lop-masti of thipt to thE bed of tlir (ta. 
For hii ifaia. ond for pleasure, he oft made hi* «■;' i 
Yet among the icebergi, from ilaliom llutl'i litgh. 
His leaps gave surprue, oa being tare to Ibe eye. 
And by feats he perfonned. u wondera tlicf apreBd, 
Hii name will immortal be attliough tie U dead : 
In his nutive land, and the American Slaiu, 
That he had commenced to perform great fnl*. 
From St. Lawrence's banti to its haiemt 
Hii viiitB were oft, and hi> travels not ilow ; 
And yet from a cliff near the Niagara'! falli. 
Where deaceading currenla to the mind terror 
His courage nas dauatleu, here jFTOvtd by hi* 
And conceptions made falie at hia rising alive. 
But where is the man now lo daunlleu and boIdT 
To jump from same chff, if so high a» 1 
Kte huodred and ninety-five feet above 
I doubt not its truth, though now dead 
But though he wui dexlerous, dauntleis and brai 
He failed in mock-hanging, he is now in the giai 
And may in repose be his soul that hod Hed 
^^^om hii body niipended, ere kiiown to be dewl 
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THE RAIN-DROPS. 

A SONG. 

THE rain-drops that fell on the top of yon mountain, 
United they murmur till sunk in this vale, 

There joining their rills with the grass bordered 
fountain, 
Calmly to rest 'neath the mountain's top gale. 

The moonbeams are plying on the waters descending, 
The murmur's loud echo now sound in my ear. 

The mounts o'er this vale long its waters defending, 
Though storm now chafe their top, calm it is here. 

Near this shaded fountain I '11 form my dwelling, 
Here calmly to muse on the scene that surround ; 

And while mountain rills this fountain is swelling, 
Their murmur's loud echo doth harmonious sound. 

The grouse from the mountain top visit this valley, 
The lark in the morning oft tune in the air. 

The lapwings that flirt o'er brooks and o'er alley, 
Display the enjoyment with me they can share. 

Fowling and chacing shall be my employment, 
My dog and my gun in this valley my care ; 

If earth and its creatures can yield man enjoyment, 
I vouch in this valley I can have a share. 

At eve when my chacing and fowling is ended. 
Retired in my cot I can join in the strain ; 

From tempests I am sheltered, from storm defended. 
No ship o'er the billows such harbour can gain. 

My cot though retired by the bank of a fountain. 
It still can conduce to enliven my lay ; 

While storms can chafe the high top of yon mountftis. 
In life and in death in this valley I '11 stay. 
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AN EPITAPH ON THE TOMB OF 
MOLL FLAGGON. 

BENEATH this tomb old MoUy lies, 

Once best of women 'neath the skies, 

Who at the gin-shop, I am told, 

Could drink her glassful, romp and scold. 

A credit to her native land, 

When with a flagon full in hand. 

Could thump and bite and scratch and scold. 

No tigress that was half so bold. 

But now, alas ! her days are o'er, 

She can for glory do no more ; 

Here now she lies, dead in the grave, 

Her flagon full could not her save ; 

Yet though she died her name shall last. 

Nor will her glory e'er be past, 

Until this world is freed from sin, 

And not a woman to drink gin. 



THE NIGHT RAMBLER. 

WHEN night approach the flashman rise. 
From where he sleeps throughout the day. 

From night's excursions evU rise,— 
Oft those most evil look most gay. 

With haughty air he oft intrude, 
Where juster people ought to go. 

Like a decked swine, so very rude. 
Shows pride to gull good people so. 

The flashman and his dame so gay. 
When in broad day they walk the street, 

Their haughty air they do display 
Whenever honest folks they meet. 

n2 
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They show much pomp when passing by, — 
My friend it 's all a gaudy show, 

Such scenes did oft deceive my eye, 
And o'er my wits a muffle throw. 

But life in London now I know, 
A gaudy show can't me deceive. 

When haughtily they by me go, 
I know for what — I can conceive. 

" That slave, he works," the flashman cries ; 

" He has not wit to live like me ; 
At dawn of morning he must rise, 

Just at the time I end my spree. 

" Shop-slaving he is all the day. 
And cannot look as gay as me. 

He would give me credit I dare say, — 
Ah ! what a lark ! — I '11 have a spree. 

" Now to the flash-house is my way, 
He may work but I will spree. 

And damned the farthing I shall pay, 
Unless where all are flash like me.'* 



A SUMMER'S NIGHT. 

A summer's bright night, as the moon was full 
beaming, 

And o'er verdant hills her influence was spread. 
Sequestered I wandered, absorbed as if dreaming, 

In rapture to muse on what nocturnal shed. 

The vale rills did murmur, yet quails loudly quackingn 
And dew-drops bespangling the green mottled fields ; 

The moon's rapid flight, as her circuit now taking, 
Sending her glowing beams soft verdure to yield. 
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The verdure here checkered like deep green, and faded 
As moon rays extended beneath the high trees ; 

Admiring the moon gleams at midnight here shaded, 
My muse not yet broke by the soft sounding breeze. 

Now Luna depicts the soft feelings of lovers, 
Each gleam and each gloom are like hope and 
despair ; 

It 's me, not the sleeper, who can best discover, 
That rulers above display rapture and care. 

Tlie night so passed over now mom commencing, 
And soon the star Phoebus with radiance shone ; 

For the moon's now decline this bright star com- 
pensing. 
Till sun-glow of mom proclaimed them all gone. 

My dalliance no longer, the night shade was faded. 
And larks sweetly tune now aloft in the air ; 

Scenes now come to view ere from moonbeams were 
shaded. 
The sun rays forbid them such gloominess wear. 

Struck with admiration of last night's recreation, 
As if in a dream to me scenes did appear, 

Unwilling to part from that nocturnal station, 
If mom prolonged past due time for a year. 

On last night while musing the hours swiftly glided. 
The eve and the mom scarce space left between. 

The moon shot her rays till the sun her orb gilded. 
And banished dull shades that made grave look the 
scene. 



n3 
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LOVE. 

LOVE it doth the sense o'ercast, 
And with combustion fills the heart, 
Yet dwells in hope, suspense and cares. 
Oft fleeting time its ardour wears ; 
But when we do our love misplace, 
And find it so, it then must cease 
To reign or rule within the breast. 
That by its presence had no rest. 
'T is vain to love within the heart 
The object that death soon may part ; 
'T is vain to love at the first view, 
Lest her adored might be untrue. 
Let not her looks your love perceive. 
That ere a thousand did deceive ; 
An ogle often cast most sly, 
Is love engendered in the eye. 
And her who slyly shoots the dart. 
Perhaps true love ne'er reached her heart ; 
But if she ogles none but you, 
You may conceive her love is true ; 
It 's cruel to slight then guileless love, 
As its descent is from above ; 
But her who daily lovers sought. 
Her love at best not worth a groat ; 
This hour for him, the next for you,— 
Coquette, farewell, my last adieu ! 



LIFE IS A SPARK. 

LIFE is a spark set in transmuted clay, 
Its hours are numbered in that form to stay ; 
Though many dangers round its dwelling wiud, 
There it remains during the time destined. 
It is with life that all our senses flow. 
And with it still that all our feelings go ; 
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Though for a time life to the body bound, 
It feels the storm that doth it surround, 
To check its vigour, cast o'er it a gloom. 
Alternately, till feelings meet their doom ; 
Stiff, pale and frozen then the body left, 
The vessels chill, where glow of life had crept ; 
No pulse or motion, but benumbed, yet dead, 
When time expired, the glowing tenant fled. 
And left its dwelling wrecked to ruin behind, 
Alas ! the fate of all us human kind. 



THE HARP OF ERIN. 

A SONG. 

WHY sunk in oblivion the harp of Old Erin, . 

That gave lyric sounds to your ancient halls ? 
Your annals can prove that in glory you were been, 

And triumphal your castles now mouldering walls. 

Ah ! dead are the minstrels who lifted your glory. 
No lyric enlivens, your spirit seems chill ; 

May foes never rule you, either Whig or Tory, 
And harps resume sounds that for ages are still. 

Let not your brave souls be dozing 'neath sadness. 
But chords of your harps drive dulness away ; 

Still seek for that justice which can give you gladness, 
And restore lost bliss that to sadness gave way. 

Without your green shore I many years tarry. 
Yet not without feelings of sorrow for thee ; 

Your advocates here yet no measure can carry. 
That could you from fetters of tyranny free. 

Farewell, native Erin, still clouds linger o'er you. 
What tyrants award thee cause sadness and gloom ; 

Were other lands set in the ocean before you. 
And on terms of thraldom you only got roonf. 
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The annals of Erin her harp has recorded ; 

Who can in her valleys its thrilling sound hear ? 
Her minstrels of old for their works were rewarded, 

Their strtuns were sounds of triumph heroes to cheer. 

Though your hills still are green, and vernal adorn. 
Yet to the oppressed you scarce can give cheer, 

And your sons forced to leave, with hearts most forlorn, 
They leave for more freedom the land they love dear. 



THE HAUNTING SHADOW. 

THOU dark spectre, swifter than the wind, 

That oft in vain I strove to leave behind. 

If by my side, behind, or on before, 

I fear you treading on my toes that 's sore ; 

I dread you much, why closely haunt my feet. 

Though seeing my state, now hobbling in the street ? 

Take pity on a poor man that is lame. 

Don't mock me so by hobbling just the same. 

Your legs, what are they neither flesh or bone, 

To kick thee once, I tried, and hit a stone ; 

I could be happy if you went away. 

Not follow me, and stay wherever I stay. 

You only part when clouds above me flow, 

No doubt you leave, and up to join them go ; 

Thou silent haunter of my tender feet. 

Do leave me now as when the clouds to meet. 

You haunting spirit, and unwelcome guest, 

Your close attendance takes from me my rest ; 

'T is vain to implore, thee will not go away. 

The more I pray, the more your will to stay. 

Thou fiendish spirit, vanish from my sight, 

You come to tease, and darken rays of light ; 

At the first time you near my corns drew, 

I raised my stick, you raised your wattle too. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 153 

I feared the encounter with your stave so long, 

If size bear strength, I am not half as strong ; 

That stave you carry is like the first I saw 

You raise to me, and fill'd my mind with awe. 

Gigantic spectre ! mocker of mankind ! 

You come to me no doubt to vex my mind, 

Pace in the dark as there I can't thee see, 

But a lighted candle shows thee close to me. 

Your heels do seem now fastened to my toes, 

I withdraw my leg back, with it your leg goes ; 

Are any more your equals to be found. 

To haunt us mortals on this earthly ground ? 

Ah ! yes, I see now numbers coming on. 

Close to our heels they march before the throng ; 

Pray go with them, and I will stay behind, 

Far more pleasure with them you can find, 

Than mocking me here hobbling ; Sir, begone ! 

And march with many like you going along. 

There they go, and yet you stay with me, — 

So great a pest did e'er a mortal see ? 

You ride and drive in every mode men goes, 

Yet I don't care if you don't press my toes. 

Are you a soul that did my body leave, 

And yet attends me like a heedless slave ? 

If not, are thee a spectre from the skies. 

That my injunction heeds not, yet defies ? 

Sir, answer me, and let me once have peace, 

My muse in vain, I can't your origin trace ; 

Whenever clouds were cast above my head, 

You from my presence at that moment fled ; 

It can't be gloom that cause thee so take flight. 

You haunt me equal on a moonlight night 

I argue with thee, but argument is vain. 

Immutable your actions all the same ; 

Wherefore you treat me so no human tongue can 

tell. 
Without a cause, thou art a fiend, a spectre dark 

from hell. 
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I CEASE TO SAUNTER. 

A SONG. 

I CEASE to saunter o'er the scene, 

Of which I am a lover, 
Where hills are fertile, valleys green. 

And shamrocks vie with clover ; 
Though filial love forbid me roam, 

To those me reared it binds me, 
Yet fortune now lures me from home, 

And leave those friends behind me. 

That 's cruel that won*t permit us live 

Where social friendship bind us, 
While scant the fortune Ufe doth give. 

It through its mazes wind us; 
It 's vain to mourn or yet to sigh, 

It 's nature only binds us 
In bonds of love for friends not nigh. 

That we have left behind us. 

The ship bears me and stems the waves, 

That 'neath the beach lay waiting, 
With native land breeze waft she leaves, 

Her course o'er billows taking ; 
Though breeze that wafts me from the shore. 

May cease, and others wind me, 
On pathless oceans o'er and o'er, 

To friends behind love binds me. 

Yet if I reach that distant land. 

Where all to me are strangers. 
Faith there may wield a lawful wand. 

And shield me from all dangers ; 
And still if fortune seals my fate, 

'Mid strangers it can find me. 
With lovers constant and as great 

As those I left behind me. 
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CONTRADICTION. 

The following Lines are to prove false the Statement 
of a Person, unknown to the Author of this, that the 
preceding Song is a Copyjrom " Moore's Melodies,** 

NOT Moore's, my friend, no copy in this book ; 
Wear double eyes, and take anodier look 
In Moore's and this, it 's then you can perceive 
That double eyes to you precision gave. 
Assert no more than you see with four eyes, 
And then perhaps you '11 cease of telling lies. 
I think, my friend, your eyes perceive untrue. 
And that false vision makes a dunce of you ; 
Your eyes defective, and perhaps your brain, 
Shall lead you often into error's train. 
Clap on a pair of bluest pebble sights. 
And that perhaps may set you all to rights ; 
If not, the evil floweth from your mind 
That blasts repose, a curse to himian kind ; 
You rob man of all that adds fame to name, 
That him like thee could never merit claim ; 
That's your intent, yet falsehood will not do, — 
A lie has one leg, truth you know has two. 
And if you can make lies and truth the same, 
You are the cleverest villain of your name. 



AN HOUR FOR PLEASURE. 

A SONG. 

THIS is my hour for pleasure, 

But time how fleet it 's passing, 
When toil don't leave me leisure, 

Time lingers long and lasting ; 
But when in toil and trouble, 

Time lingers long and lasting, 
"When I am in toil or trouble, 

Slow the hours are passing. 
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• 

Pleasure that beguiles, 

Sets time and hearts in motion. 
Each hour it passeth by, 

Like billows on the ocean ; 
But when in toil and trouble. 

Time lingers long and lasting, 
When I am in toil or trouble, 

How slow time is passing. 

Why linger time o'er me, 

When troubles do assail me, 
With thee they come to me, 

And with thee they do leave me ; 
Pray, pass with greater haste. 

In trouble than in pleasure, 
And let me enjoy my pipe. 

With a little bit of leisure. 



LAND OF MY FATHERS AND MINE. 

OH ! land of my fathers and mine. 
Farewell !— shall I see thee no more ? 

Mine ear with attention incline. 
To listen to news from your shore. 

I hear, yet I still can't rejoice. 
At news from thee pregnant with woe ; 

'Midst strangers, although left my choice, 
I stay, and not back to thee go. 

Though vivid the love for thee mine, 

It cannot induce me return, 
Till rulers with justice combine, 

And fill hearts with joy that 's forlorn. 

By nature your sons are all brave. 
By nature your plains are still green ; 

Deprived of what justice first gave, 
Forlorn your offsprings are seen. 
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A prey to injustice your soil, 

Victims to cruelty your sons ; 
Their freedom is freedom to toil, 

Whilst tyrants wear laurels they won. 

Kind nature that gave thee such charms, 
And virtue your daughters possess, 

Never peacefidly lead foes to terms 
Of justice, to vanish distress. 

Then would the talent that slumbers, 
Whilst languid are hearts with despair, 

Prove a preceptor to numbers. 
And waft clouds from heads in the air. 

In thee, lakes and rivers commodious. 
Their waters transparent and pure. 

Your streamlets doth murmur melodiious, 
And beholders' affection secure. 

Salubrious the breeze that is fanning, 
The greenest of mantles you wear ; 

Could nature, when thee isle were planning, 
Destine thee for misery and care ? 

No, no, it 's repugnant to nature, 
That adversity rule o'er your land. 

Made perfect most lovely in feature. 
With soil such production command. 

Britannia of glory may boast, 

Whilst left not a remnant with thee ; 

I know that of Britons the most 
Are men that would Ireland be free. 

Yet some of your sons in this land, 
Not worthy of bearing your name. 

In demeanor who cannot command, 
A jot appertaining to fEune. 
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These few of your offsprings prove fatal^ 
By planting contempt in the breasts 

Of Britons, who deem them all equal^ 
And amid human creatures are pests. 

Excrescence like these often hide 
The virtue that lies in the stem ; 

Though unseemly appearance outside. 
Experience can tell it 's within. 

I know it, and can tell your story, 
That honour abide still with you ; 

Although you deprived of your glory. 
Till you get it, it must remain due. 

May Britons and thee be united, 
And all unjust feelings extinct ; 

Then that I could feel delighted. 
And deem it a blessing God sent. 

Whilst clashing the Whigs and the Tories, 
They haggle much more than they mend ; 

So nipping the branches of glory. 
That could to the earth^s end extend. 

What nation that is so divided. 
Can conquests attain or retain ? 

By sages it has been decided. 
It cannot its footing maintain. 

So down Britain's credit is sinking, 

And domestic quarrels arise ; 
Yet many and many are thinking. 

By bloodshed, of grappling a prize. 

It 's so in all nations divided, 
When justice don't rule hand in hand, 

Contention is never decided, 
jIM misery creep o'er the land. 
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Sert ngdinst sect rise in arms, 

In norabip of seculur gain, 
Their worship cousisting of terms. 

That earthly gain bid them luaintldn. 

Blind him vho deem such is piety, 

In need ot one ray of Ihe light, 
KSiued by the unerring Deity, 
■ Which IcBdi ua no way but tiie right. 



ELLEN, THE SAILOR'S LOVER. 
ELLEN, one morning, from the cot of her fnther. 

Went to meet her lover, [hen bound for the aea ; 
Though nimmnned to partwith his cottager'* dnughter, 

He would, but he could not, in loyalty stay. 

At porHng they felt much condolemeDt and sorrov. 

When spent the last hour ere the ship had to sail. 

They would, but they could not, a moment more 

To embark he was bound, and he could not then fut. 

" Dearest Ellen," he said, " though bdlowi will bear 

Across the wide ocean, I 'II think still on thee -, 
And if in [he battle kind fortune dolh spare me, 
I 'II sail hack to meet you, love, hear^ and free. 

" If severed for ever from you. dearest Ellen. 

Death I would welcome, as I live but for (bee -. 
I would suffer more willing the death of a felon, 

Than part thee for ever and henee not thee see." 

Her tcar-bedewed bosom was swelling with anguish, 
Her dishevell'd tresses were flowing with the wind ; 

" For thee," she exclumed, " alone 1 must lan|:uish ; 
Farewell I dearest William, you leave me behind." 
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The anchor was weighed, and the ship set sailing, 
The north-eastern breeze waft her off from the 
shore ; 
She stopped on the beach, then her lover bewailing, 
" He is gone,'' she exclaimed, " I can see him no 
more !" 



SITTING ALONE. 

ONE day while sitting all alone, 

Within my dwelling door, 
I felt a shock, so great a one, 

I never felt before. 

It gave me such an awful rouse, 

. I meant to run away. 
When seeing a horse attack my house, 

In the bright light of day. 

" Good people here, who often call. 

You see my case is sad ; 
It dashed a piece out of my wall, — 

I think the horse is mad. 

" To give in charge this great, mad horse, 

I think it nought but right ; 
It broke my house, and, ten times worse, 

It put me in a fright. 

" The road was clear, why not it pass, 

And not turn here to me ? 
It came, no doubt, to break my glass ; 

Hold fast, don't let it free. 

" If you let loose, you may depend 

He '11 give enough to do, 
For glaziers then a job to mend,. 

To pay them one for you." 



I 
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I will not pa;, it's aat my place, 



I '11 speak to master! ^U tbot 
I have no doubt be '11 pay." 

" Yes, it will do, I am done n 
But pull the hone away." 



VIRTUE. 



VIRTUE in an attribute of divine grace, 
I'hat all real goodness of mankind embrace, 
It dwells Willi life, it fortifies the souls, 
Yet every passion of tlie Qesli contrals ; 
When in the lieait it regulates the mind, 
Then nought there enters but what is refiued ; 
lt< might is great, — it Satan can suppress, 
That every instant seeks la gain ingress, 
To lure the soul and vitiate the miod, 
That 's within virtue's solemn rules confined. 
Virtue assuage the vicissitudes of life. 
Without its aid we cannot avoid vain strife ; 
1 1 's by its guidance we can willing go 
The path that leads to bliss from earthly woe. 
The flesh conduces to quit thai ruaged way. 
And follow scenes alluring, and more gay \ 
But virtue teaches ere it 'i late to know. 
That these gay sccnei lead on to scenes of woe 
Virtue is the pilot that life's bark can steer, 
'Midst adverse currents, still of danger clear : 
Against surge and tempest o'er creation's main, 
'Twill in due time the destined harbour gain ; 
Hut if left free to float as current flows, 
Unoid of rule, at random then it goes. 
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No harbour sought, no track destined to keep, 
Till it 's ingulfed unredeemable in the deep. 
Safe is the path where virtue guides the feet. 
No precipice that 's fatal they can meet ; 
When human organs act by prescribed rule, 
Their motion create not deeds unfit or cruel ; 
A system kept within platonic bounds, 
.Mlows the tongue not what 's unfit for sounds. 
All outward grace may serve the eye to please. 
Unseemly minds don't meet the lover's gaze, 
But by experience oft too late he finds. 
That polished faces screeneth rugged minds. 
If unreserved kind nature shares all through, 
Her loveliness combined in mind and hue ; 
With shape exquisite, who can fail to love, 
That human figure gifted from above ? 
I muse and sigh when my defects I find. 
And cannot dishabit failures of my mind ; 
None are immaculate in this pervert life. 
But where they dwell, there happiness is rife ; 
And may we all, ere death prevents, prepare 
To be fit guests, their bliss from death to share ! 



OH ! I WILL QUIT. 

OH ! I will quit this busy scene, 

In London I won't stay, 
But return again to the rural scene. 

And nature there survey. 
There nature in her brightest hue. 

Doth purest charms yield ; 
There flowers in bloom, refreshed with dew, 

Makes motley verdant fields. 

Here artificial meet the view, 
Where pride and lust are shown ; 
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Some view the scene who never knew, 

But charms were their own. 
But I well know the busy scenes, — 

In London I won't stay ; 
I '11 charms view that are not screens. 

To lead the wits astray. 

The playhouse guests I view around ; 

How bright in hue the scene ! 
It struck my wit, until I found 

That nature wore a screen. 
Such scenes can have no charm for me, 

I slight such gaudy show ; 
Such art is used, that art I see, — 

Life in London I well know. 



KING RICHARD THE FIRST FOUND. 

[Richard the First, on his return from the Holy Land, 
was arrested in Germany in disguise of a pilgrim, 
and confined there, unknown to his subjects, till 
found by a French minstrel, who played the king's 
favourite tune outside the prison, and was answered 
by him within on his harp.] 

A HARP that once the minstrel played. 

Outside the prison gate. 
Where bound the mighty Richard stayed. 

Bewailing his sad fate ; 
He heard the strain of melody. 

With joy he did encore. 
Scarce knowing then want of liberty, 

Which he had felt before. 

The lyrist knew it was the brave 

Incarcerated king. 
To those him sought, he tidings gave, 

On harp sound joy had wing ; 
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His durance ne'er to subjects known, 

Until he did encore 
His harp that led him to the throne, 

Which he enjoyed before. 

His harp that first a knowledge gave, 

Of being in durance bound, 
Sunk in a cell, although he brave, 

Yet long was sought, not found, 
Until the harp's soft melody 

With joy he did encore. 
That led his way to liberty, 

And Britons rule once more. 



ADMONITION TO AN ATHEIST. 

YOU profane scoffer of divine power. 

No time is thine, a day, or yet an hour ; 

What you derive, an atom not your own. 

And from what source, to you is yet unknown. 

You thank your works for all that you possess, 

Who gave thee power, yet know not, cannot guess. 

Who gave thee life or feeling to enjoy 

A frail existence that you ill employ. 

Pray, hark to me, who deem them all your own. 

Free of the Deity, yet to you unknown ; 

Free from control of any power divine. 

Are life and strength, and feelings only thine. 

That cause thee brave the mighty God of Heaven, 

Whose potent will a being to thee has given. 

Whose power could cast thee into endless pain. 

Or cause you vanish, and not a trace remain ? 

Do not despise the power that cherubs fear. 

Though favoured much, which fix their dwelling near 

The throne of grace, to sing their hymns of joy, 

And share the glory time cannot alloy. 

To him who owns each mite that you possess, 

You pay no homage, but his laws transgress, 
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And scoff the just, who willingly obey 
The power that rules above us night and day. 
Dependent creature ! worse than lifeless clay, 
Nought is yet thine, although you get your way ; 
God owns it all, that rules both earth and heaven, 
Whom every thing with life to us has given. 
Atheist ! believe in God of supreme power, 
The thread of life trust not to last an hour. 
Or with, if break, your bliss must be extinct. 
Then late to rue the path through life you went. 
The body dies, with life its feelings go. 
But vivid still the soul feels bliss or woe ; 
Whatever it merits, either bliss or pain. 
For everlasting must its state remain. 
This moment's pleasure might complete your last ; 
What then avail false bliss for ever past ? 
Your soul abandoned, to its tempter left, 
God's grace withdrawn, of healing balm bereft. 
• You think this life shall end your bliss or woe ; 
If Satan leads as towards its end you go. 
You leave God's path whereby you would glory gain. 
And run for pleasure to eternal pain. 



AN ANSWER TO IRIS COMING TO 
EXPLORE THE SKY. 

YOU talk of old Iris coming here soon. 

To mount above Green and his Nassau balloon. 

In her gay colours, as fresh as a flower. 

Or when she proclaims her autumnal shower. 

Old Iris, my friend, can't exceed Green's balloon 

In altitude, swiftness, and climbing the moon ; 

If she comes, she will spread much discord in the sky, 

I hope she won't spread it 'midst friends that are nigh. 

May she be sent back to take charge of her fold 

Of harpies, the filthiest flock I am told ! 



16C 
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Juno transmuted her abowen to proclaim. 

1 know her by colour, — I know her by nai 

But if she comes nov earth and sky to explore. ' 

1 11 know her much better perhaps than before ; 

DoesJuno retain her in aerricea still, 

And to oppose Mr. Green is it Juno's will .' 

Old Iris, if single, take her for yoni wife, 

She '11 keep you exploring the rest of your life i 

The orb that encompHss wherever we go, 

The highest above and the lowest tielow. 

The Goddess of Marriage will not her prevent, 

If up to her dweUing a message be seat ; 

Therefore have old Iris who proclaim the showers, 

And aend us enough to well water our flowert. 



B tei 



CORONA'nON OF QUEEN VICTORIA. 

[AIL, our jauthfiil Queen, thcmgh short she yet hM 
reigned I 

Her subjects' love and loyalty she has amply gained ; 
Nations now exult and proclaim her renown, 
On this most joyous day that she first wears the crown. 
Where slie will pass in etatf, multitudes ore waiting. 
And at the first cannon roar loyal hearts are beatinj, 
As it proclaims the approach of oiur beloved Queen. 
Lives are risked her to behold who gives joy to this 

The horse-guards now approach, and pass to clear the 

The trumpeters succeed, with mirthful glee they ptay ; 
Yet church-bells tolling loud the air space Jili vrilh 

Of harmony, this day Our gracious Queen is crowned. 

Now foreign princes and nobles slowly by they ^o, 

With as much dazzling lustre as wealth can e'er bestow. 
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And most of the rojal memben vibo paaa along Ibe 

Scarce cause a shout of joy until arrives the Queen. 
The royal train approach, the Queen now near uidrevt, 
And all liindmost in the scene press forth to gain • 

Now irith hata in himda, and bannen waving in ur. 
In viewing Ihe youthful Queen all wished to have • 

With air-rending shouts the young Queen all greet, 
And her looks of gratitude the gazers round did meet; 
Her emotion now display upon her youthful face, 
When bowing to all around with most endearing grace. 
In her looks, when bowing, ber sentiments you trace, 
Perceive the trickling tear gliding down her face ; 
Thus displayed the gratitude of a youtlifut Queen. 
Who much unminglcd joy gives to this living scene. 
For grace and virtue blended, her royal mother too, 
Received due marks of homage from ell within ow 



THE TRAVELLER. 

WHEREVER I travel, when I i 
No eharm for me like at my home, 
However humble it '» my own ; 

I rule it Oee and i;heertng. 
The traveller he may wind his wajr 
To my cot, aud there can stay. 
To aharc my fare, and nought to pay; 

I will use all means to cheer bim. 
Through many mazes of this life 
1 trvvell'd, auFiject to its strife, 
And now at length have got a wife. 

My future days to cheer me. 
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If perchance she dies before, 
The world is wide, I '11 get one more ; 
If wives should die till died a score, 
I will get one more to cheer me. 

But when my days come to a close, 
Life I '11 resign for death's repose ; 
Where my soul goes God only knows, — • 
His grace to heaven may steer it. 

Be it then written on my tomb, 
" The travellers' friend, he died too soon, 
Lying lonely here at length his doom. 
Without one soul to cheer him." 



AN EXCURSION TO PUTNEY. 

ONE evening in summer I was of a party. 
Rowing up to Putney some pleasure to seek ; 

The tide rapid flowing, and we jovial and hearty, — 
To guess my disaster 't would take thee a week. 

The banks were adorned with flowerets and verdure. 
That induced my companions to leave me alone. 

And tread the green turf that enlivened their pleasure, 
Whilst I in my little boat rocking alone. 

Soon my little bark seemed to wish me to leave her. 
She rocked me about that I scarce could her keep ; 

I closed near the bank with intent there to leave her, 
But she slipp'd from beneath me and threw me iu 
the deep. 

Had I a steam breeches it soon would release me, 
For a dip in the water, ah ! then would I care ? 

With that and sun heat it would soon get inflated, 
To send me to the fledged flock aloft in the air. 
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But, alas! as it happened, my boots now were squeaking, 
My breeches were wet and my raiment all through ; 

Acciused be the little bark whilst in my keeping ! — 
She would not keep steady till entered my crew. 

Homeward I came and the groimd I did sprinkle, 
A tub full of water my garments did hold ; 

If I could keep warm I would care not a tittle, — 
The sun could not keep me from shuddering with 
cold. 

Had I the precaution to carry an anchor. 
To keep my bark steady in surf and in wind, — 

A fish-hook would grapple, I think it would answer, 
And to the bank side by bark it would bind. 



THE HORSE. 

ON horse I muse, but yet doubt that I can 

Detail the service it affords to man ; 

Still in this species by my muse I find, 

That nature differs, like the human kind ; 

Some are destined for heavy toil and trace. 

And some more fleet to rival in the race ; 

And yet the chase 'neath sportsmen to pursue, 

Each maze they meet high spirit leads Uiem through. 

Hills and vales the steed is hee to track, 

To please its master borne on its back ; 

Hedges, hills, through copse, o'er lofty walls. 

Whilst in the chase its courage never falls. 

The horse by nature seems to understand. 

That with man lies power it to command, 

And fears to use its full might to oppose 

That right that nature in mankind repose, 

Yet seems to know its duty, to obey 

The will of man to lead it any way ; 
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Though dumb perceive a gratitude thaf s great. 
To those who do the animal kindly treat 
The Arab prides his horse much more than gold, 
Ranked in his tent with family, I am told ; 
This creature free to share whatever his fare, 
To share his love, his comfort and his care ; 
His steed from danger bears him swift away. 
Or at his will amid the danger stay, 
To share his battle on the blood-dyed field, 
With fore feet reared and spirit high to wield ; 
It as free there its master's peril share's. 
As at his tent, his loving care and fare. 
The use of horse that 's invaluable to man, 
To indite in full is much more than I can ; 
Nor do I deem it needful here to show, 
What every man has full recourse to know. 



AN ANSWER TO WINTER NOT COMING, 
BUT FLIRTING WITH SPRING. 

AS you lament my delay, whoever you be. 
Now in my white robes I am coming you see ; 
When I torture your fingers, you '11 cry and not sing, 
I doubt but you would rather me flirting with Spring. 
Now my white mantle I '11 spread o'er the green. 
Which will be as perfect as ever was seen ; 
Earth's lilly vesture with pleasure then view, 
Though it changes your fair nose to purple or blue. 
If you tear up my mantle for snowbdls to pelt, 
I 'U descend on your back, and there I will melt, 
Yet fill you with longing, and a heart-felt desire 
To shun my embraces in haste to the fire. 
I tell you this night, ere the morning will peep, 
I '11 spread my glass ceiling all over the deep ; 
And if you go skating, or on it to slide, 
Keep standing, don't thump it with back or yet side. 
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It's true I came late, I own and confess, 
Not knowing it would moke your enjoyment the 
But now nfi I am come, 1 '11 afford you a slide, 
Where waters beneath will rapidly glide. 
You say that I only were flirting with Spring, — 
Your assertion untrue, I did no such thing; 
I frawued an her gaiety, she vanished you see. 
She came, the vain thing, to be flirting with me 
Now as 1 am come, and you accuse me ao false, 
I 'U leave you no power to dauce or yet waltz. 
As chilblains 1 'U plant on your delicate feet, 
And your windows I '11 pelt with my snow and my i 






i 



SAMBO'S talent you compare with mine, 
Though far apart our native lands and clime ; 
Compare our colours, and perhaps the same 
Will be the credit blended with your name ; 
Wit mokes men Usten to the gossip roond. 
Until for words they And a proper ground ; 
Not fieqneat jargons, hollow tike the wind. 
That shows the solid basis of tbe mind. 
Sambo, a slave, for from hia nadve home, 
Where scarce hia talent or his language known. 
His wit, though known in native land and tongue, 
Yet not to you, and still you deem him wrong. 
The erudite that every language knows, 
May criticise whilst througb each clime he goes ; 
But you, a critic, scarcely Itnowing your own, 
In other tongues is wit to you ni^own. 
The tyrant freely may oppress the slave, 
Yet cannot take the wit that God bimgavc ; 



J.J 
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The tyrant free to force him from his clime, 
And fast in thraldom all his power confine ; 
His talent spent in vain to set him free, 
As tyrant's will with justice won't agree; 
Brutal power that forced him from his land, 
Not any power that justice can command. 
Though he a slave, yet dark and dull his hue, 
He may have wit far brighter still than you ; 
Deride not him then that 's toitt from his home, 
And forced to speak a language not his own ; 
Pray talk with him once in his native tongue. 
And then you'll find that all your wit is gone ; 
Then he can say, " Don't treat poor massa cruel ;- 
He is not a wit, I find him half a fool." 



THE PILGRIM. 

THE weary pilgrim journeying on, 

His destination at the shrine 
Of him whose soul to heaven is gone. 

And name on earth immortal shine. 

In worldly pleasures he won't share, 
To which some mortals lives are given, 

And only conduce the soul to swerve 
From the right path that leads to heaven. 

Now devoutly at the holy shrine. 
With bended knees in pious prayer. 

He implores of all that are divine 
To intercede for him their bliss to share. 

Celestial joys that won't decay 
Like transient glory here below. 

That leads the soul from heaven astray, 
As with it darkness ever flow. 
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As mean his garb and humble farCi 

The proud to his monitory won't incline ; 

He seeks not for earth's pomp to share. 
But what is lasting and divine. 

The profane at his piety jeer, 

From them he never receives renown, 

Their censure he need never fear, — 
His God his works with glory crown. 



BEAMING LOOKS. 

YOUR beaming looks so thrilling. 

Do reach my tender heart. 
And as love's tide is swelling, 

I beg thee won't depart ; 
Let us saunter through the shade. 

An hour there to beguile; 
Love, do not fond hope fade, 

Once nourished by your smile. 

Your looks the tide set flowing. 

Around a lover's heart, 
Your smiles gave prospects glowing, 

Yet why will you depart ? 
Are looks but to deceive, — 

Are smiles but to beguile ? 
If not, I can't conceive 

Why you won't wait awhile. 

Love, spend one social hour. 

With me beneath the shade, 
All lovers seek a bower. 

Let us, my charming maid ! 
Cause not the joy you gave, 

In sorrow's cup be drowned ; 
The hope you gave pray leave, — 

Don't blast it with a frown. 

p3 
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A SMOKING SONG. 

NOW friends for pleasure as life gives us leisure, 
To counteract troubles and drive away care, 

Good flavoured Havannahs to me is a treasure. 
They send my misfortunes aloft in the air. 

Going to the divan that brightens the man, 
Mocking at pleasure to go to the play ; 

Let those who disbelieve me assert what they can, — 
When seeking enjoyment they take the wrong way. 

Can tipplers divine o'er goblets of wine ? 

They know not what's present as intellect leaves. 
It 's at a divan that wisdom doth shine, 

Havannahs can brighten what nature first gave. 

Oft dull, rusty minds by smoking refined, 
Nought left but endearment divested of care ; 

Go to the divan, it 's there you can find. 
More pleasure than ever you met with elsewhere. 

Though dense be the clouds a-hovering about, 
Yet hailing their process they cleanseth the mii^d, 

Dull men whom their lethargy reareth the gout, 
They can in Havannahs an antidote find. 

Those who most like to smoke a short pipe, 
Can in that find pleasure when weather is cold, 

Yet some whom their intellect never was ripe. 
Can by its whiff seasoning a rare tale unfold. 

See drinkers of stout are swaggering about. 
Base is their language as reason has flown ; 

Their drink running in, their wit running out, 
Till nought but a mass of insipience their own. 
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_ mBJntainetJi and cultures the reason ; 
A lage-luokiug fdlov, old Jarvey, goiug b)', 
'When imoking his pipe tliat laug use did seuoQ, 
You see wit lutd happiness glowing in liis eye. 

When nipping frost comes Siud noses ore blue, 
I need not tell you there ia need for npipe, 

To keep unimpaired their natural hue. 
Not look like a plmn when perfectly ripe. 

Seekers for pleasure in smoking you '11 iind, 
A sooth for the mind, a. balm for the soul ; 

Vou '11 Qnd its influence arouud you will nind, 
And leave not to trouble n power to rontcol. 



^r^i 



THE past, the past, delectable hours 
That kindled joy io childhood's days 1 

I shored their sweets us bees did flowers. 
Till vanished were youth's smiling rays. 

Had I but known 'twas transient bliss 
That shed her gladness ou my brow, 

My joy at that time would be less, 
And less the contrast would be now. 

Though school restraint may break our joy. 



those days of youth or 
And lost for ever parend' eoi 
ise days had passed to come 
And tliose lucceeding bear m 
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THE ROYAL EXCHANGE ON FIRE. 

Alarm is spreading far and near as swift as wind 

can flow. 
The Royal Exchange is now on fire and far its radiance 

throw ; 
A watchman first perceived the smoke ascending o'er 

the roof, 
Not then aware it was on fire, but soon had ample 

iproof. 
The element did soon extend and met on every side, 
As if to illume all objects round and yet its prey to 

hide; 
The fire brigades their efforts used to quell the raging 

flame. 
Their united might with firozen hose could not subdue 

the same ; 
Shopkeepers now in utmost haste their goods they 

fetch away, 
Ere a visit by the flames and to them fall a prey ; 
The sky proclaim this event far, and hosts arrive in 

haste. 
Countless numbers close to the scene as if their eyes 

to feast ; 
Regardless of the pending danger now they dose 

approach, 
Impell'd by cold, allured by heat, on danger they^ 

encroach ; 
The burning timber now descends from the smoulder- 
ing roof. 
And gives the heedless crowd beneath of danger ample 

proof. 
The Lord Mayor mindful of their lives sent a message 

to the Tower, 
Determined as will kept not them off they should be 

kept by power ; 
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The soldiers soon arrived in fiill array, 

To keep the heedless crowds from harm's way. 

The fire now rapidly approach the new erected tower, 

Though twenty engines playing at once it mocked at 

idl their power ; 
The Lord Mayor now suggests to Braidwood ere its 

further advance, 
To cut the burning from the free and give that part 

a chance. 
'' My Lord, it *s one continuous roof,'' was Braidwood's 

then reply ; 
*' At the risk of lives it could be done, on the truth 

I state rely ; 
The heat is now excessive, and nought against it proof. 
And fatal it will be to those that do ascend the roof." 
From floor to floor and corridors the element doth 

advance. 
It assails the tower on every side, to save it there 's no 

chance ; 
The firemen yet pursue their labour to quell the 

raging flame. 
The aimliaries too unite with them, but efforts all the 

same ; 
The flames are now throughout the pile, excessive is 

the heat, 
Its influence the firemen can't endure who fall back 

from their place ; 
More near than safe they yet remain and work, but 

all in vain, 
Their manual power and pours of water cannot subdue 

the flame ; 
The breeze is rose, and in the pile combustion doth 

increase. 
Firemen no longer the heat could bear, and feU back 

from their place ; 
The element now its sound unites with firemen's shouts 

and calls. 
And makes ears of little use, but echo's neighbouring 

waUs. 
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Sir Thomas Gresham's statue stands erect and uti- 

impaired, 
Though this bourse had twice fallen it ne'er its fate 

had shared ; 
Sir Thomas Gresham was the founder of this pile on 

fire, 
Alas ! twice it now is smouldered to ashes like its sire. 
How soon again are merchants here to meet, 
And its ambulatory beat with their timing feet, 
While their minds brooding with a love for gain, 
In quest of which they plough the pathless main ? 
Commanders who guide their ships across the main, 
Do it at hazard, but still with hope of gain ; 
From every emporium here in hosts they met, 
To proclaim their cargo, and treat for outward freight ; 
Shedl their speculation with this building fall, 
Though they be granted the Guild's extensive hall ? 
No, God forbids that this their trade could end. 
Who makes a breach but still gives means to mend. 
The Gresham College, where its professors gave 
Edifying lectures, powers had failed to save, 
As if sad fate's decree that it should fall, 
And the Royal Exchange without a standing wall. 
Around its ruins desolation now has spread, 
And alas ! its trade that flourished once is fled ; 
Few fleeting hours such awfiil changes make, 
It 's unseen by mortals ere Providence give and take. 
The fire subdued, its fuel consumed at last, 
And smouldered ruins are thick o'ercast with frost ; 
The royal statues that adorned the walls around, 
Lies now in scattered fragments on the ground. 
These monuments raised of stone that never rust. 
To preserve to the living the memory of friends in dust; 
But Providence wills that time should such things fall, 
To the kindred earth where must mingle and moulder 

all. 



I 
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AN EPIGKAM. 



LEST readers approve not of what I unfold 

In tliU book, I vrill close to a finish, 
Mj ideas set here ere to mortals untold, 

In some minds mny a vacuum replenish ; 
I study not logic to diav to my view 

All sentiments hid in each breast, 
Hut when they unfolded I some tianscriiits dreij 

In the form I thought was the best. 

1 hope that those critics, with vision to search 

The deepest recess of the mind, 
Will not on my errors with pleasure enlarge, 

Till another unerring they Gad ; 
And I being a mortal who never yet knew 

The failures that are of my owe, 
Though they may conspicuous appear to the 

Of those who cau see not their own. 



If we view each other, no doubt we can EtsA 
Of frailty enough to pen down, 

Which leads us to nothing but vexing each 
As blasting the roots of renown. 

Cast all in oblivion not tending to crime, 
Then concord and friendship will last, 

I Till comes to an issue tbe passing of time, 
And foibles of mankind ure past 



180 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

A RIDDLE. 

My first an unctuous substance, yet a palatable thing, 
My second, though a little thing, goes fleetly on t^ 
wing; ' * 

Yet join their names together, to find the correct name 
Of a beauteous creature that travels by the same. 
My first is found in many a store all the seasons round, 
Though my second in winter is scarcely to be found ; 
When you peruse those lines, no doubt you can sur- 
mise, 
That my whole, comprised in one, had often met your 
. eyes. 

Answer'^ A Butterfly. 
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